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EDITOR'S PREFACE. 



The publishers have divided this work of 
Froebel in order to bring it into volumes of 
convenient size. The edition of Wichard Lange 
and the former English translations have the 
form and style of a music book. In separating 
the contents for this division, the mottoes, com- 
mentaries, and mother communings have been 
placed in the first volume, which may be called 
the Mother's volume. The songs and music are 
reserved for the present volume, which is the 
Children's volume. What it contains is suitable 
for children's ears and voices. 

As already mentioned in the preface to the 
first volume, the illustrations are reproduced 
from the large and well-executed cuts of the 
Wichard Lange edition, long since out of print, 
and now very difficult to procure even from an 
antiquarian bookstore. The pictures in that edi- 
tion are large enough (6 by 9 inches) to show 
the minute details. In order to preserve these 
details the publishers of the present edition 
(size of page 3i by 5 inches) have been at the 
pains of repeating and enlarging the parts of 



vi EDITOR'S PREFACE. 

certain of the pictures, making in some cases 
two or three new pictures, and bringing out 
what is obscure with greater distinctness than 
is found even in the Lange edition. Inasmuch 
as the children are expected to find all these par- 
ticulars in their study of the illustrations, and 
trace out the motives of the artist, this feature 
of the work will be appreciated by all kinder- 
gartners. 

The publishers have also enlarged the Lange 
pictures to four times the size of the original, and 
printed them on a series of charts for use in the 
kindergartens, furnishing them at a moderate 
price. 

The new music herewith offered will justify 
itself as a substitute for that which has been dis- 
carded. 

I have already stated in my preface to the 
former volume the reasons that have made it 
desirable to obtain new and more poetic transla- 
tions of these Froebelian songs. I have gone 
so far as to say that " most of the literal imita- 
tions of Froebel's poetry have contributed in a 
greater or less degree to ruin the poetic sense of 
teachers and pupils." I believe that I shall be 
sustained in this opinion by all kindergartners 
possessed of genuine poetic taste, but I think 
that the versions here offered will be found sure 
to commend themselves to all who have a ''lit- 
erary conscience." 

W. T. Harris. 

Washington, D. C, October, 1896, 



MISS BLOW'S PREFACE. 



The poems in this volume are not literal 
translations of those in the original Mother Play, 
bnt attempts to cast FroebeFs ideas into truly- 
poetic form. A few songs have been added, in 
order to develop the thoughts suggested in some 
of the more important plays, and a series of Wan- 
dering Games has been given to illustrate Froe- 
bePs method of genetic evolution. A full ac- 
count of the development of these games, un- 
der Froebel's own guidance, will be found in the 
Pedagogics of the Kindergarten, pp. 247-254.* 

Since most of the melodies in the original 
Mother Play have been condemned by competent 
critics, new music is given in this volume. This 
music consists in part of melodies written by 
composers of acknowledged merit, and in part 
of selections from folk songs. The latter have 
been submitted to Mr. George L. Osgood, and 
accepted with his approval. A few of the best 
melodies in the original Mother Play have been 
retained, and, finally, some of the music of Karl 
Reineke has been used. 

* International Educational Series, vol. xxx. 
vii 



viii MISS BLOW'S PREFACE. 

Grateful acknowledgments are due to Miss 
Eleanor Smith, and to her publishers (Messrs. Mil- 
ton Bradley and Thomas Charles), for permission 
to use eight songs from Volume I, and one song 
from Volume II of her Songs for Little Children. 
Miss Smith's books contain songs on all the 
subjects omitted in this volume (Good Morning 
Songs, Weather Songs, Songs of the Seasons, 
Christmas, Easter, and Thanksgiving Songs, 
Flower Songs, Gift Songs, Patriotic Songs, etc., 
as collaterals to The Greeting, The Little Gar- 
dener, and The Pigeon- House) ; and I earnestly 
hope that her interest in and generosity toward 
the Mother Play may increase the influence of 
her already well-known and popular collections. 

I desire also to express my sincere thanks to 
Mrs. Emily Huntington Miller for The Little 
Maiden, and The Stars and The Farmyard, as 
well as for her kindness in adapting The Farm- 
yard, by Mrs. Follen; to Mrs. Eliot for The 
Cuckoo, Hide and Seek, and The Child's Prayer ; 
to Miss M. J. Garland for the poem and music of 
Play with the Limbs ; to Miss Kate L. Brown for 
The Finger Piano, and for the use of The Little 
Plant ; to Miss Emilie Poulsson for permission to 
use her poems Calling the Pigeons and The 
Weather vane ; to Miss Elizabeth C. Le Bourgeois 
for the poem of The Light-Bird ; to Miss Eleonore 
Heerwart for the use of The Trees ; to Mr. W. L. 
Tomlins for the use of Rippling, Purling Little 
River; to Oliver Ditson Co. for use of Butter- 
flies; and to Mr. Fred. Field BuUard for gener- 
ous help in the revision of music. 



MISS BLOW'S PREFACE. ix 

Miss Emilie Poulsson^s charming volume of 
Finger Plays is a valuable collateral to the 
Mother Play. I would call particular attention 
to The Little Men, The Little Plant, and A Little 
Boy^s Walk, as songs to be used in connection 
with The Greeting, Naming the Fingers, The Lit- 
tle Gardner, and The Pigeon House. 

Susan E. Blow. 

Cazenoyia, N. Y., Nov. S, 1895. 
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SONGS AND PICTURES. 



PLAY WITH THE LIMBS. 

Up and down, and in and out. 
Toss the little limbs about ; 
Kick the pretty dimpled feet — 
That's the way to grow, my sweet ! 

This way and that, 

With a pat-a-pat-pat. 

With one, two, three. 

For each little knee. 

By-and-bye, in work and play. 
They'll be busy all the day; 
Wading in the water clear. 
Running swift for mother dear. 

So this way and that. 

With a pat-a-pat-pat. 

And one, two, three. 

For each little knee. 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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FALLING! FALLING I 

Down goes baby. 

Mother's pet; 
Up comes baby. 
Laughing yet. 
Baby well may laugh at harm. 
While beneath is mother's arm. 

Down goes baby. 
Without fear ; 
Up comes baby. 
Gaily here. 
All is joy for baby while 
In the light of mother's smile. 

Emilie Poulssox. 



THE WEATHER-VANE. 

Weathercock, what makes you go 
Round and round the whole day so ? 

Tis the wind whirls me ! 

Tis the wind twirls me ! 
So to all the world I show 
How the merry wind doth go. 

Pretty kite, what makes you fly. 
Up above the tree-tops high ? 

Tis the wind lifts me ! 

Tis the wind drifts me ! 
Tosses me in merry play. 
Here and there and every way. 

Windmill, high on yonder hill. 

What makes your sails go turning still ? 

Tis the wind loves them ! 

Tis the wind moves them ! 
Helps them turn the mill-stones round. 
So your meal and flour^s ground. 

The wind can do so many things, 
The airy sprite on viewless wings : 
It waves the flag, it bends the tree. 
It shakes our curls for you and me ; 
And in our merry play we too. 
Show all the things the wind can do. 

Laura E. Richards. 
7 



THE WEATHER-VANE. 

This way, that way. 

Turns the weather-vane; 
This way, that way. 
Turns and turns again. 
Turning, pointing, ever showing. 
How the merry wind is blowing. 

Emilie Poulsson. 



ALL GONE I 

All gone ! the supper's gone 1 
White bread and milk so sweet, 
For baby dear to eat. 

All gone ! the supper's gone I 
Where did baby's supper go ? 
Tongue, you had a share, I know. 
Little mouth, with open lips. 
Through your rosy gate it slips. 
Little throat, you know full well 
Where it went, if you would tell. 

Little hands, grow strong ; 

Little legs, grow long ; 

Little cheeks, grow red : 

You have all been fed. 

Emily Huntington Miller. 



10 




12 




13 



TASTE SONG. 

When the red lips open wide. 
And you part the teeth inside. 
Then a tiny door you show. 
Where this little plum may go. 
Now the pink tongue comes in haste. 
All the pleasant juice to taste. 
Ah, ^tis very nice and sweet ! 
Fruit like this is good to eat. 

Bid good-bye to juicy plum ; 

Let the sour apple come — 

Take a dainty little bite 

From its cheek all red and white. 

What a funny face you make ! 

How your little head you shake ! 

In your look I see confessed 

That you like the sweet things best. 

Now the bitter almond try, 
Brown its shell, and hard and dry ; 
Yet within, a kernel white 
Shyly hides away from sight. 
Yes, it draws the mouth a bit. 
But it^s wholesome, every whit. 
Many bitter things you'll meet : 
Time, perhaps, will make them sweet. 

All the fruits and nuts, in turn. 
Teach a lesson you may learn. 
If a thing is ripe all through. 
Then 'tis very good for you ; 
But to eat the unripe things. 
Sharpest pain and trouble brings ; 
Though they look so fresh and fair. 
Danger, dear, is hiding there. 

Nora Aechibald Smith. 
14 



FLOWER SONG. 

Smell tlie flower, my child, and see 
What its perfume tells to thee. 
In its cup, so small and bright. 
Safely hidden from our sight. 
There an angel-spirit dwells. 
And its message sweetly tells. 

" From my tender resting-place. 
Little one with happy face, 
I am talking to thee, dear. 
Though no voice my child may hear ; 
But my perfume sweet will tell. 
Little friend, I love thee well." 

Kate L. Brown. 
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TICK I TACK I 

Swing, swong ! this is the way- 
Goes the pendulum night and day. 
"Tick! tock! tick! tock!'^ 
Never resting, says the clock. 
" Time for work and time for fun. 
Time to sleep when day is done. 
Tick ! tock ! '' Hear the clock ! 
" Time to rest each little head ; 
Time the children were in bed." 

Swing, swong ! sure and slow 

Goes the pendulum to and fro. 

"Tick! tock! tick! tock!" 

In the morning says the clock. 
" Time to wake from slumber sweet, 
Time to wash and time to eat. 
Tick ! tock ! " Hear the clock, 

" Tick, tack, tock ! " it cries, 

" Children, it is time to rise ! " 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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MOWING GRASS. 

Peter, Peter, quickly go 
To the field the grass to mow ; 
Juicy grass, and hay so sweet. 
Bring them for the cow to eat. 
Lina, Lina, milk the cow ; 
Good milk she will give us now. 
Milk to drink, with rolls or bread. 
Thus we little ones are fed. 

Let us thank our friends, each one : 
Peter, for the mowing done, 
Lina, for the milking, too. 
And for milk, good cow, thank you. 
Thanks to all are gladly said : 
Baker, thank you for the bread. 
Thanks dear mother shall not miss. 
Given with a loving kiss. 

Emilie Poulsson. 
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THE RHYME OF THE BOWL OF MILK. 

Oh, here is the milk, so sweet and white. 
All ready for dear little baby I 

This is the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white. 
All ready for dear little baby ! 

This is the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow's good milk to fill. 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white. 
All ready for dear little baby ! 

This is the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow's good milk to fill. 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white. 
All ready for dear little baby ! 

This is the dry and sweet-smelling hay 
That was fed to the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly, the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow's good milk to fill. 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white. 
All ready for dear little baby ! 
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This is the grass — (in the field it grew. 
Helped by the sunshine, and rain, and dew) — 
The grass that was dried into sweet-smelling hay. 
And fed to the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly, the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow's good milk to fill. 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white. 
All ready for dear little baby ! 

This is the mower, who worked at the farm. 
Swinging the scythe with his strong right arm. 
Mowing the fields of grass that grew. 
Helped by the sunshine, and rain, and dew — 
The grass that was dried into sweet-smelling hay. 
And fed to the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly, the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow's good milk to fill. 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white. 
All ready for dear little baby ! 

Emilie Poulsson. 
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BECKONING THE CHICKENS. 

Tiny fingers in a row. 

Beckon to the chickens — so. 

Downy little chickens dear. 

Fingers say, " Come here ! come here ! ^^ 

Chick! chick! chick! chick! 
Fingers say, " Come here ! come here ! " 
Pretty chickens, soft and small. 
Do not fear — we love you all ! 

Emily Huntington Millee. 
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BECKONING THE PIGEONS. 

Call the pigeons, baby dear — 

Beckon them to you ; 
Hear them answer lovingly, 

Coo-oo! coo-oo! coo! 

Emilie Poulsson. 



BECKONING THE PIGEONS. 

See the pretty pigeons, coming, love, to meet 

you! 
Little dimpled hand, can you learn to say, "I 

greet you ? ^^ 
Bend the rosy fingers, wave them to and fro : 
Pigeons, pretty pigeons, baby greets you so. 

Smooth your shining feathers, spread your glossy 

wings ; 
Baby loves to see you, gentle, fearless things. 
Here is grain to feed you, but, before you fly. 
Pigeons, pretty pigeons, baby says " Good-bye ! " 

Emily Huntington Miller. 



THE FISH IN THE BROOK. 

Merry little fishes, 

In the brook at play. 

Floating in the shallows. 

Darting swift away. 

" Happy little fishes, come and play with me ! " 

" No, O no ! " the fishes say, "that can never be !'' 

Pretty bodies curving. 

Bending like a bow. 

Through the clear, bright water. 

See them swiftly go. 

" Happy little fishes, may we play with you ? " 

" No, O no ! '' the fishes say, " that would never 

do!^^ 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE TARGET. 

One piece this way. 

And one piece that. 
And a smooth little board 

That is round and flat. 
Drive in a peg 

That will hold them well. 
And here is a target. 
Ready to sell ! 
'' What costs it ? '' " Three halfpennies/' 
" That is too dear ; 
Only two halfpennies 
Have I here/' 
" Three halfpennies is just enough — 
One for the work and two for the stuff. 
Three halfpennies the buyer must pay ; 
Who can not pay it must run away.^^ 

Emily Huntington Miller. 



32 



PAT-A-CAKE. 

Come, my baby, you shall make 
Mother dear a little cake. 
Roll it this way, roll it that, 
Pat the cake all smooth and flat ; 
Mark it there, and mark it here — 
There's a cake for mother dear. 

Baker, is your oven hot ? 
Bake my cake, but bum it not. 
Here's the oven, hot and ready. 
Toss the cake in, straight and steady. 
Bake it brown, and bring it here. 
Baby's cake for mother dear. 

EMn«T HuNTiNOToy Miller. 



84 




35 



THE NEST. 

Here^s a pretty cradle nest, 

Snug, and warm, and round ; 
Cuddled in the downy bed. 
Little nestling birds we found. 
" Stay ! stay ! '^ the birdies say, 
" Mother, do not fly away ! '' 
" Dear, so dear, never fear ! 
Mother waits and watches near.^^ 
Peep ! peep ! Dear, so dear. 
Hush, my babies, do not fear ! " 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE FLOWER-BASKET. 

Weave the little basket, fill it up with posies, 

Roses from the garden, blossoms from the wood. 
With our birthday wishes, with our songs and 
kisses. 
Bring it to the father, dear and kind and good. 
With smiles and with singing 
Our gift we are bringing. 
But love is the treasure 
We give without measure. 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE PIGEON-HOUSE. 

Oh, see my pigeon-house so high ! 
Come, my pretty pigeons, haste to fly ! 

To pleasant fields they swiftly go. 

So busy gleaning to and fro, 
And when they come back to rest at night. 
Again I close my pigeon-house tight. 

Here, in the home so snug and warm. 
Live the little children safe from harm. 

They pass the day in merry play. 

Through woods and meadows green they stray. 
But when they come back at night to rest. 
Father and mother and home are best. 

When evening shadows slowly creep, 
Softly coo the pigeons, nestling to sleep. 

The gentle mother, wise and dear. 

Her happy children gathers near. 
And sings to the baby on her breast, 
" The world is pleasant, but home is best.'^ 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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NAMING THE FINGERS. 

This is little Tommy Thumb, 
Round and smooth as any plum. 
This is busy Peter Pointer ; 
Surely he's a double-jointer. 
This is mighty Toby Tall ; 
He's the biggest one of all. 
This is dainty Reuben Ring ; 
He's too fine for anything. 
And this little wee one, maybe. 
Is the pretty Finger-baby. 
All the five we've counted now, 
Busy fingers in a row. 
Every finger knows the way 
How to work and how to play ; 
Yet together work they best. 
Each one helping all the rest. 

Laura E. Richards. 
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THE GREETING. 

Now see them here. 

These friends so dear. 
As they together meet ; 

With bows polite. 

And faces bright. 
Each other they will greet : 

" Oh, how do you do ? 

And how do you do ? 
And how do you do again ? 

And how do you do ? 

And how do you do ? ^' 
Say all these children ten. 

Emilie Poulsson. 
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THE FAMILY. 

This is the loving mother. 
Always good and dear ; 
This is the busy father. 

Brave and full of cheer ; 
This is the merry brother. 

Grown so strong and tall ; 
This is the gentle sister. 
This the baby small ; 
And here they all together meet. 
This whole glad family complete. 

Emilie Poulsson. 
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THE FAMILY. 

This is the mother, so busy at home. 
Who loves her dear children, whatever may 
come. 

This is the father, so brave and so strong. 
Who works for his family all the day long. 

This is the brother, who'll soon be a man ; 
He helps his good mother as much as he can. 

This is the sister, so gentle and mild. 
Who plays that the dolly is her little child. 

This is the baby, all dimpled and sweet ; 

How soft his wee hands and his chubby pink feet I 

Father, and mother, and children so dear. 
Together you see them, one family here. 

Emilte Poulsson. 
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NUMBERIXG THE FINGERS. 

The thumb is one. 
The pointer two. 
The middle finger three ! 
Ring finger four. 
Little finger five. 
And that is all, you see. 

Now we have put them all to bed, 

A quiet sleep to take. 
And softly sing a lullaby. 

Lest they too early wake. 

Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby. 
All hushed and still the birdies sit 

Upon the branches high. 
The flowerets hang their pretty heads. 

The wind sings lullaby. 

Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby. 

Emilie Poulsson. 
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THE FINGER PIANO. 

Listen, children dear. 
The lovely music hear ; 
Little fingers downward go — 
Hark ! the answer, sweet and low : 
La! la! la! etc. 

Rippling, sparkling in the sun. 
See the laughing brooklets run. 
Tell us, brooklet, in your play. 
Tell the song you sing to-day. 
Up and down the fingers go. 
Brooklets singing as they flow. 

Now the merry lark on high 
Carols sweetly from the sky ; 
Wide he spreads his fluttering wings. 
Showering gladness as he sings. 

Up and down the fingers go ; 

^Tis the lark's song here below. 

Thus the hand, so small a thing. 
Still may sweetest music bring. 
Fingers, you must move along. 
You may help to make the song. 
Up and down the fingers go. 
Waken, music, sweet and low ! 

Kate L. Brown. 
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HAPPY BROTHERS AND SISTERS. 

Five brothers and sisters. 

Busy all the day ; 
Light goes, night comes, 

Sleepy now are they. 

Say the prayer softly. 

Close the tired eyes : 
'^ May our heavenly Father 

Watch us till we rise ! " 

Happy, happy children. 

Fast asleep are you. 
Drop the head ! go to bed ! 

We are sleepy too ! 

Laura E. Richards. 



CHILD'S PRAYER. 

Heavenly Father, day is done. 
And the quiet night begun ; 
Thou hast kept me through the day. 
Keep me through the night, I pray. 

And, dear Father, while I share 
In thy tender love and care. 
Help me every day to be 
An obedient child to thee. 

Henrietta R. Eliot * 

* The following lines are suggested by Mrs. Eliot as an alter- 
native to first stanza of this poem : 

Now I lay me down to sleep : 
Heavenly Father, wilt thou keep 
Me and those I love all night, 
For with thee 'tis always light. 
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THE CHILDREN ON THE TOWER. 

Two hands and eight little fingers. 

And two little Grandmothers Thumb. 
'Tis long since they met, but they never forget. 

So a- visiting now they come. 
" How do you do ? " and " How do you do ? '* 

With nods and bows they say. 
" How do you do ? " and " How do you do f 

And what is the news to-day ?'' 
They tell of their making baskets ; 

They tell of eggs in the nest ; 
They tell the loves of the soft white doves 

That flutter and sink to rest ; 
They tell of the little fishes 

That wriggle their little tails ; 
They tell of the baker, the pat-a-cake maker. 

Whose kindness never fails ; 
They tell of the vane on the steeple. 

How this way and that it goes ; 
Of Peter the mower, who hour by hour. 

The grass and the clover-top mows. 
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" But all the stories are told now. 

And what, oh, what shall we do ? " 
" We'll climb the tower this very hour. 

And there admire the view." 
Thus cry the children gladly. 

But each little Grandmother Thumb, 
She courtesys so, and she says " No ! no ! 

I will not, will not come ! 
We'll go to church together. 

As good little grandmothers do. 
And there we'll wait — but don't be late ! — 

Yes, there we'll wait for you. 
And while in church we're waiting, 

A little prayer we'll say. 
And thanks we'll give for the days we live. 

And thanks for the children gay." 
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The children climb the tower. 

And up and up they go ; 
Like fairies small look one and all. 

Still mounting in a row. 
Now higher still, and higher. 

With never a fear of a fall. 
Till one he stumbles, and one he tumbles. 

And down come toppling all 1 
And down comes the tower itself, too, 

On top of the church — ah me ! 
Oh, what a smashing ! oh, what a crashing ! 

And where can the children be ? 
See ! creeping out from the ruins 

By ones and twos they come ; 
And, deary me ! at last we see 

Each good little Grandmother Thumb. ^ 
" Oh, bless us now ! ^^ and, " Oh, kiss us now! '* 

And, ^^ Listen, my dears, to me : 
Another day, whatever you say. 

More careful we all must be ! " 

Laura E. Richaeds. 
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THE CHILD AND THE MOON. 

See the moon, baby. 

Riding so high ! 
Will it come, maybe, 

Down from the sky ? 
" Moon, come and play now. 

Pray you, with me ! " 
" Nay, my dear, nay, now — 

That can not be. 
In my blue home here 

Always I stay ; 
Yet while I roam here. 

Dear, we can play. 
Silver beams gliding 

Down to your feet. 
Seeking and hiding. 

Play with you, sweet ! 
E'en when above you 

Clouds hide my face. 
Still I will love you. 

There in my place. 
When the clouds fleeting 

Leave my sky clear. 
Bright shines my greeting. 

Loving and dear. 
If your part you'll do, 

I will do mine ; 
Yours, to be good and true ; 

Mine, just to shine ! " 

Laura E. Richards. 
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THE CHILD AND THE MOON. 

" Bright, round moon in the starry sky. 
Sailing above the steeple high, 
I am so glad your face to see. 
Come from your f ar-oflE place to me ! '^ 

" Dear little child, if I come to thee. 
Who will shine for the ships at sea ? 
And how will the traveller find his way. 
Unless in my f ar-oflE place I stay ? '^ 

" Bright, round moon, you may shine for all. 
Sailing above the steeple tall. 
Thanks I give for your friendly light. 
Beautiful moon ! Good-bye ! good-night ! " 
Emily Huntington Miller. 



THE LITTLE BOY AND THE MOON. 

Pretty moon, your face I see 
Just above the garden tree. 
Are you smiling now for me ? — 
Moon so brightly smiling ! 

Yellow moon, so bright, so near. 
In the sky so soft and clear, 
I can almost reach you here — 
Moon so softly shining ! 

Bring the ladder strong and new. 
Now I know what I will do : 
I will climb and sail with you — 
Moon so slowly sailing ! 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE LITTLE MAIDEN AND THE STARS. 

Now the stars begin to peep 

In the sky, so pure and bright ; 
Baby soon must go to sleep — 

She must bid the stars good-night. 

Little feet are tired of play ; 

Come, my darling, come away ! 

" See the mother-star, so dear ! 

With her little children small ! 
And the father watching near — 

Pretty stars, I love you all ! 

When I shut my eyes to sleep 

All the night your watch you keep. 

'^ Father-star, so big and bright. 
Close beside them do you stay ? 

Are there posies, red and white. 
In the meadows where they play ? 
Do you shake the dreamland tree 
Every night for them and me ? 

" Mother- star, I wish I knew 

How your babies go to bed ; 
Do they run as chickens do. 

Hiding every yellow head ? 

Do you tuck them, soft and deep. 

In a fleecy cloud to sleep ? " 

Come, my darling ! while you sleep 

On your pillow, soft and white. 
Stars will through your window peep. 

Smiling, ''Baby, dear, good-night ! 

Sweetly dream and safely rest 

In your pretty cradle nest ! " 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE LIGHT-BIRD. 

Child. 

O BIRDIE, gleaming on the wall. 

Gleaming, 

Gleaming, 
Are you coming when I call. 

Or am I dreaming ? 

Mother. 

'Tis the light-bird, 

A very bright bird. 
That is gleaming on the wall. 

Tis the light-bird, 

A very bright bird. 
But it will not heed your call. 
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Child. 

IVe seen the moonbeams in the night 

Streaming, 

Streaming, 
The little stars that twinkle bright 

Like fireflies seeming. 

Mother. 

Like the light-bird, 

Like the bright bird, 
That is gleaming on the wall — 

Like the light-bird. 

Like the bright bird. 
They will not heed your call. 

Mother and Child. 

The sun, the moon, the twinkling stars. 

The rainbow in the skies, 
A mother's smile, a father's love. 

We catch them with our eyes ; 
We can not hold them in our hand. 

Yet from them need not part. 
For when we've caught them with our eyes. 

We hold them in our heart. 

Elizabeth Charless Le Bourgeois. 
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THE SHADOW RABBIT. 

Hey, the rabbit ! ho, the rabbit ! 

See, the rabbit on the wall 
Pricks his ears, for that's his habit — 
Pricks them up and lets them fall. 
Pretty rabbit, stay, now I 
Come with me and play, now ! 
No, ah, no ! he will not stay ; 
Up he jumps and springs away. 

Now the rabbit sits upright. 
Munching grass with all his might. 
See him wrinkle up his nose ! 
What's that for, do you suppose ? 
Rabbit, shall I feed you ? 
" No, I do not need you ! 
Rabbits made upon the wall 
Feed themselves or not at all." 
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Down our rabbit cowers now ; 
Sure, some danger lowers now ! 
See, the hunter with his gun 
Thinks he's going to have some fun. 

Puff! the bullet's flying ! 

Is our rabbit dying ? 
Not a bit, for see him run ! 
Rabbits, too, can have their fun ! 

Laura E. Richards. 
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THE WOLF. 

From the dark greenwood. 

From the forest fair. 
Up comes a gray wolf. 

Trotting here and there. 
See how lank and thin is he ! 
Hungry must the creature be. 
In the wood are berries sweet. 
But such things he will not eat. 

So he goes a-hunting 
Through the meadows fair. 

Sniffing, snuffing, 
Prowling here and there. 

Wolf, you shall not bear away 

Tender kid or lamb to-day ; 

For I see the hunter stand 

With his trusty gun in hand. 

Laura E. Richards. 
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THE WILD PIG. 

From the green oak wood, 

Where the acorns lie. 
Up comes a wild pig. 

Grunting low and high. 
Children do not often see 
Such a piggy- wig as he ! 
With his long and slender snout 
See him rooting all about. 
Poking here, and poking there. 
Grubbing up his simple fare. 
Roots and nuts and acorns sweet. 
Such as piggies love to eat. 
Hark ! a rustling in the bush ! 
Off goes piggie with a rush ; 
Grunting, squealing, there he goes. 
Where the forest thickest grows ; 
And the hunter, brave and gay. 
Will not dine on pig to-day ! 

Laura E. Richards. 
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THE LITTLE WINDOW. 

Peek-a-boo, light ! beautiful light. 
Shining so clear through my window bright, 
Down from the sky swiftly you fly — 
Peek-a-boo, beautiful light ! 

Peek-a-boo, light ! beautiful light ! 
Making the fields and meadows so bright ; 
Flowers in the grass smile as you pass — 
Peek-a-boo, beautiful light ! 

Peek-a-boo, light ! beautiful light I 
Love is the sunshine that makes the heart bright. 
Pure we would be, shining like thee — 
Peek-a-boo, beautiful light ! 

Emily Huntington Millee. 



THE LITTLE WINDOW. 

In the water, pure and clear. 

Light loves to play ; 
In the dewdrop's glittering sphere 

Shines the captured ray ; 
But the firm and solid wall 
Gives no gleam of light at all. 
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Through the parting clouds on high 

Streams the sunlight there ! 
Look ! for in the brightening sky- 
Shines the rainbow fair! 
Light can turn the storm-cloud gray- 
All to gold and crimson gay. 

Light is pure and good and fair. 

And it loves to rest 
Ever on the things that are 

Brightest, ay, and best. 
Then with smiling faces bright 
Let us greet the loving light ! 

Lauba E. Richards. 



THE WINDOW. 

" Come, lovely light, and shine on us. 

And make us warm and bright. 
You shine on us ; well gaze on you. 
For day has conquered night. 
In thankful praise of your bright rays, 

We lift our happy voices ; 
For you love us, and we love you. 
And all the world rejoices." 

" Dear child, the sun has sent me down 

To make another day. 
And help you tread the path of right 
By brightening your way. 
In thankful praise of his bright rays. 

Then, lift your happy voices ; 
For you love him, and he loves you. 
And all the world rejoices." 

George Hyde Page. 
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THE CHARCOAL BURNER. 

Why does the charcoal burner stay 
Up in the forest by night and day ? 
He chops the trees, and he piles the wood. 
And burns it slow to the charcoal good. 

The blacksmith's hammer goes "Kling! Tdang! 

Ming ! 
Char coed ! charcoal hurry and bring ! 
For how can I shoe the pony's feet. 
Without good charcoal the iron to heat ? " 

The charcoal burner is black and grim. 

But thanks for his labour we owe to him ; 

He chops the trees with a whack! whack! 

whack ! 
And burns the wood to the charcoal black. 

Knives and hatchets, shovels and rakes. 
Shoes for the pony, the blacksmith makes. 
The bellows blow and the hammers beat. 
But he must have charcoal the iron to heat. 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE CARPENTER. 

Busy is the carpenter ; 

At his work he stands. 
Oh, the wonders he can do 

With his skilful hands ! 
Sawing now, the long, long boards 

Shorter soon he makes ; 
And the rough is quickly smoothed 

When the plane he takes. 

By his work the crooked soon 

Straight and even grows ; 
Curved he changes into flat ; 

Wondrous skill he shows ! 
Thus he works so busily. 

But we hear him say 
" Here a board, and there a board. 

Pray, what use are they ? " 

So the carpenter at last 

All together brings. 
Nails the boards and timbers fast — 

How his hammer rings ! 
Thus a cosy house he builds 

Where the child may live ; 
And for this the grateful child 

Love and thanks will give. 

Emilie Poulsson. 
102 





Sf^i mir ntir ttn 3("i>i^fTTiicinn. 

*meW fElinf flunft ft uteii taTiii 3 

'^o tflr (til ^unf* fr rttdi. 
rtt*<Jtttik ]il*t lE'in d'tiufit^ 

Tfd?. n?aff fcmiiif til bfrauar — 
§(u* Siilt^tt it-irt sEn X'l^u^l 
^in ^flw* fur > piilf .Hinr, 
Ta^ ii b'rin ffiltcrit jinc\ 

Dftt 3imniftmiiTtn ta« Aiiu t'rum 
lirlt, 

X"fr ^bni ten ^djufj tf^ ^Ipjuk^'^ 




103 




104 




105 




THE BRIDGE. 

The brook is flowing merrily ; 

Its waters swiftly glide ; 
A little child looks longingly 

Beyond its rippling tide. 

Across the brook are pretty ferns. 

And oh, such lovely moss ! 
And flow'rs that seem to nod at him 

And beckon him across. 

But dark the water flows between ; 

The stream is deep and wide ; 
No way the little child can find 

To reach the other side. 

But soon there comes a carpenter. 

Who works with busy hands. 
And builds a bridge that safe and strong 

Above the water stands. 

" Oh, thanks to you, good carpenter ! ^' 

The child calls out in glee ; 
" Now I can reach the other side 

Where I have longed to be." 

Then on the bridge the happy child 

Runs back and forth at will, 
Altliough beneath, so deep and wide. 

The brook is flowing still. 

Emilie Poulsson. 
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THE BRIDGE. 

Where the stream flows swift and fair, 

How shall I cross over ? 
In the golden meadows there 

Gaily nods the clover. 
" Bring the beam, and bring the plank ! 
Build a bridge from bank to bank ! " 

To my friends and playmates dear 

How shall I be showing 
All the love that daily here 

In my heart is growing ? 
" You must play the joiner's part — 
Build a bridge from heart to heart ! '* 

Every loving word you say 
Makes the bridge the stronger ; 

Helpful deeds from day to day 
Make it last the longer. 

Love and joy will banish strife ! 

So the bridge shall last your life ! 

Laura E. Richards. 
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THE FARMYARD GATE. 

Johnny, shut the farmyard gate ! 
Quick, or you will be too late ! 
Don't you hear the pony neigh ? — 
*' Let us have some fun to-day ! 
Woods and waters I can see : 
Come and try a race with me ! " 

Pretty cow says : " Moo-oo-oo ! 
Wait for me ; I'm coming too. 
I should like to eat my fill 
In the pasture bright and still 
I should like to stand and drink 
At the little brook's green brink.'^ 

" Baa ! " the sheep say, " let us go 
Where the milk-white daisies grow 
On the hillsides, warm and steep ; 
We can nibble grass, or sleep. 
Come, old Rover, lead the way — 
You will keep us safe to-day." 

Lazy pig, with sleepy eyes. 
On the straw contented lies ; 
Chickens peep and pigeons coo ; 
Loud the cock is crowing too ; 
Ducks in glossy feathers dressed. 
Quack and chatter with the rest. 

Hurry, Johnny — do not wait ! 
Quickly shut the farmyard gate ! 
Cow, and sheep, and pony dear. 
We must keep you safely here ! 
Bird and bee, you need not st^y : 
You have wings to fly away. 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE FARMYARD GATE. 

Oh, what a clatter ! 
Now what's the matter ? 
The sheep they hurry. 
The chickens scurry. 
The calf is bawling. 
The farmer calling, 
" Johnny, run, and shut the gate ! " 

The cock is crowing. 
The cows are lowing. 
The ducks are quarking. 
The dogs are barking. 
The ass is braying. 
The horse is neighing : 
Johnny ! run, and shut the gate ! " 

The birds are singing. 
The bell is ringing. 
The pigs are squeaking. 
The barn door creaking. 
The brook is babbling. 
The geese are gabbling : 
" Johnny ! run, and shut the gate ! " 
Mrs. Follex (adapted by Emily Huntington Miller). 
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THE GARDEN GATK 

Pretty garden gate, we pray you 

Open wide, and let us go 
Where the merry fountain dances. 
Where the sweet white lilies grow. 
Open, pretty gate, we pray ! 
Open, flowers, for now *tis day ! 

In the wind so gently rocking. 

Here the mother rose is seen ; 
And her baby buds are peeping 
Through their blankets soft and green. 
Baby buds, make haste to grow 
While the summer breezes blow ! 

Darling violets, are you hiding 

In the grass your eyes so blue ? 
Never fear that we shall harm you — 
We will only smile on you. 
Roses red and lilies white, 
Violets sweet, good -by ! good-night ! 
Emily Huntington Millek. 
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THE LITTLE GARDENER. 

Come, children, with me to the garden away ; 
The plants are all waiting our coming to-day ; 
In heat and in sunshine is drooping each leaf. 
But the children are coming to bring them relief. 

Trinkle trink ! trinkle trink ! 

How the drops shine and wink. 
As the poor thirsty plants hold their heads up to 
drink ! 

" All thanks, little children ! " each bud seems to 
say; 

"All thanks for the love that you show us to- 
day! 

Now beauty and perfume shall bless you each 
one, 

In loving return for the good you have done. 
Twinkle twink ! twinkle twink ! 
Now like stars see us wink ! 

For kindness brings kindness, so flowers all 

think.^' 

Laura E. Richards. 
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THE WHEELWRIGHT. 

March together and never stop I 
Here we go to the wheelwright's shop ! 
Wheelwright, show us the way you do. 
Making the wheel so round and true. 
Turning fast and turning slow. 
This is the way the wheel must go ! 

This is the auger, slim and long, 
Turned by the wheelwright's hauds so strong. 
Straight and steady the auger goes, 
And smooth and true the hole it grows. 
Turning steady and turning slow. 
This is the way the auger must go ! 

These are the spokes, all shaped aright ; 

This is the hub that holds them tight ; 

This is the rim of iron and wood 

To finish my wheel so useful and good. 
Turning fast and turning slow. 
This is the way the wheel must go ! 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE JOINER. 

Plane, plane, plane — 

Joiner, follow the grain ! 
Smooth as silk the table grows ; 
Not a break the fibre shows. 

Plane, plane, plane — 

Joiner, follow the grain! 

Strong, strong, strong. 

Push the plane along ! 
Make the bench all glossy white ; 
Not a splinter leave in sight. 

Strong, strong, strong. 

Push the plane along ! 

NoBA Archibald Smith. 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE GOOD CHILD. 

Galloping fast and galloping free. 

Who comes a-riding so swift to me ? 

" Five brave knights with their plumes so gay. 

What do you seek, good knights, to-day ? " 

" Over the world we ride to find 

The child that is loving and good and kindJ^ 

" This is the child so dear ! , 

Brave knights, you see him here ! " ! 

" child, be always good and gay. 

Now gallop and gallop and gallop away/' 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE BAD CHILD. 

Here come riding the knights so gay. 
" Any good children here/' they say, 
" Ready to ride with trumpet in hand. 
To visit the happy children's land ? " 
"Ah, brave knights, you will all be sad 
To know that my child is selfish and bad." 

" It grieves us much to say 

He cannot ride to-day. 
Only good children with us can go." 
Then away and away the knights ride slow. 
Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER. 

Jinqle! jingle! jingle! 

Hop! hop! hop! 
See, the knights are passing — 

Stop ! oh, stop ! 
Now my child is happy. 

Gentle, good, and true ; 
He can go a-riding, 
A-riding with you. 
A-riding, a-riding, over hill and dell. 
But bring him back at evening, because we love 
him well. 

Never fear, my darling. 

Look, and see. 
All the knights are smiling. 

Smiling at me. 
You shall stay with mother 

Till you older grow ; 
Then my bonny soldier 

A-riding shall go. 

A-riding, a-riding, over hill and dell. 

But you'll come back at evening, because we love 

you well. 

Ehilt Huntington Miller. 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER. 

I HEAR the bugle sounding 

So merry and so clear ; 
The knights come gaily riding — 

They want thee, child, I fear. 
Now hide thee quick, my darling. 

And nestle close to me. 
For not one dimpled finger 

The gallant knights shall see! 

You can not have my darling. 

So do not linger here ; 
Safe in my heart I'll keep him. 

He is so good and dear. 
Now do not tarry longer. 

But swiftly ride away ! 
Peep out and smile, my laddie. 

And bid the knights Oood-day ! 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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HIDE AND SEEK. 

Whijre are you, my baby ? 

You've left me alone. 
Who'll tell me, who'll tell me 

Where baby is gone ? 

I've missed him so long ; 

He's far, far away, 
I'll thank any one 

Who will bring him to stay. 

Why, here in my arms 

My dear baby lies ! 
We often look far 

For what's under our eyes. 

Henrietta R. Eliot. 
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THE CUCKOO! 

Cuckoo! cuckoo! 
The cuckoo calls you, dear. 

Cuckoo! cuckoo! 
Call back, and lie will hear. 

Cuckoo! cuckoo! 
The cuckoo is alone. 

Cuckoo! cuckoo! 
He wants my little one. 

Heneietta R. Eliot. 
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THE TOYMAN AND THE MAIDEN. 

Listen ! listen, mother dear. 
How the bells are ringing I 

'• Christmas times will soon he Jierey' 
That is what they're singing. 

All the boys and girls are out 

In the frosty weather ; 
I can hear them laugh and shout. 

As they talk together. 

All the shops with toys are gay. 

Such a pretty showing ; 
Mother, dear, this very day 

Let us too be going. 

Don't you think if Santa Claus 
Down this way were straying. 

He would stop and smile to hear 
What the folks were saying ? 

I am sure if he should see 

Just what I was choosing. 
Such a wise old dear as he 

Would not be refusing. 

Mother, dear, your little maid 
Will not fret or tease you ; 

All the year IVe surely tried 
To be good and please you. 

But if I should give your hand 

Just a little squeezing 
When the loveliest doll I see. 
Would you call that teasing f 

Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE TOYMAN AND THE BOY. 

" Hasten, dear father, and come with me 
The toyman's wonderful shop to see ! 
We must tell the toyman what to say. 
If Santa Claus happens to come his way/' 

" But what if Santa Claus asks me, dear, 
^Has this little child been good this year 9' 
For books, and puzzles, and games, and toys. 
Are not for idle and selfish boys/' 

" Then tell him, father, that every day 
I try to be loving and quick to obey ; 
And every year, as I older grow, 
I shall be wiser and better, I know." 

" Now, toyman, what can you show me here 
To please a child that is good and dear ? " 
" Beautiful things I have to sell ; 
I am too busy their names to tell. 
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" Here are trumpets to blow, and drums to beat ; 
Here are knights and soldiers, and horses fleet ; 
Here are bows and arrows, and sleds to nse. 
And games and puzzles^ and books to choose/* 

" Toyman, listen ! perhaps some day, 
Santa Claus may be coming this way ; 
Here is a message to slip in his hand ; 
I think good Santa will understand. 

" He may bring a drum, and a fine new sled 
Swift as an arrow, and painted red ; 
A pair of skates, and a book that tells 
Of knights and fairies and Christmas bells. 

" But tell him, toyman, in yonder street 
Are poor little children with bare cold feet ; 
He must bring them stockings, all warm and 

new. 
And caps and mittens, and playthings too. 

" And, toyman, lest he should happen to lack. 
Here is some money to fill up his pack ; 
We send them our greetings, and wish them 

good cheer 
For a merry Christmas and Happy New Tear." 
Emily Huntington Miller. 
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THE CHURCH. 

Hark ! the church bell's pleasant sound ; 

Let us go, my child, 
There, where every Sunday morn 

Rings the summons mild. 
Through the lofty windows there 
Rainbow light is streaming fair ; 
From the doors, wide open thrown. 
Peals the organ's solemn tone. 
Chorus — " Come ! " says the silver bell, 
" Come, where the voices tell 
Of the God, that dwells above. 
Of the God, whose name is love.'' 

Let your heart be pure and clean 

When to church you go. 
For all sweet and lovely things 

There you'll learn to know. 
Learn of God, who gives us all — 
Birds that sing and streams that fall. 
Sun and moon in glorious might. 
Trees and flowers in beauty bright. 
Chorus—" Come I " says the silver bell, etc. 
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God, who sends the merry breeze 

Blowing here and there. 
Sends the mighty storms that rage 

Through the upper air ; 
Yet so loving kind is he. 
Every smallest leaf you see 
Knows his care and does his will. 
Owns his wisdom, working still. 
Chorus — " Come ! " says the silver bell, etc. 

In the church, so calm, so still. 

When your childish heart 
With a solemn joy doth fill. 

That, too, is his part. 
He, who loving parents gave. 
Sister sweet and brother brave. 
Gives the power to love and bless. 
Bringing joy and happiness. 
Chorus — " Come ! " says the silver bell, etc. 

Once he sent, to dwell on earth , 

Jesus, blessed child. 
From the hour that gave him birth 

Pure and undefiled. 
Try, like him, my little child, 
To be gentle, kind, ami mild : 
For ^tis thus your love you'll show 
To the God who loves you so. 
Chorus—" Come ! " says the silver bell, etc. 

Lauka E. Richards. 
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THE LITTLE ARTIST. 




Oh, now we'll draw 

such pretty things 1 
See! little birds with 

outspread wings, r^r^^ 

The sloping hill o'er which ^'^'"^>^^^._- 

they fly 
To reach a tree with branches 

high— 
The tree these birdies love the 

best. 
Because it holds their own dear 

nest. 



That was the birdies' home, 

and here 
We'll draw the children's home, 

so dear; 
And leading to the very door 
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Are all these steps — one, two, three, 
four. 
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The window now we'll draw, where we 
Look out so many things to see. 
O window cleslr and bright, 'tis you 
That let the lovely light pass through! 
^When sunbeams on this mirror fall. 
The light-bird dances on the wall. 



Now, if you could but look 

behind 
The house, this rippling brook 

you'd find. 
Where swim so many silvery 

fish: 
And if to cross the brook you 

wish. 
Why, here's the bridge, so A^ 

safe and dry. 
Shall we go over, you and I ? 





What's this ? A watering can like 

ours. 
To fill with water for the flowers. 

153 
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And now we draw a ladder — see! 
A long, long ladder it shall be. 
No wonder baby thought he soon 
With this could reach the shining moon. 




Now here's a cosey pigeon house. 
Not hid in any leafy boughs. 
But set upon this pole so tall; 
Here safely live the pigeons all. 
And coo with voices 

soft and low 
As in and out their 

house they go. 





Down far below them on the 

ground 
The hen and chickens walk 

around. 
And see! a rabbit next /) 

appears ; 
O bunny, you have such long 

ears! 
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And here's the farmyard gate, _ 

'which we 
Should always close so carefully. 
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NoTw, for the carpenter, well draw 
A hammer — see ! and this sharp saw ; 

And always gratefully well tell j^m _^_^ 

About the house he built so well. 




More friends like him we 

have, so kind. 
We like to bring them to 

our mind. 
So, baker, since our bread you bake, 
An oven now for you we'll make. 
And, miller, for the wheat you grind, 
This flour barrel you shall find. 




Good farmer, here's your harrow 

now; "^^^^r^T- 

We'U draw, besides, the useful 

plough ; 
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A waggon, too, to load with hay, 
Or grain, or fruit, some 

harvest day. 
And now we draw a wheel alone. 
Where hub and tire and spokes are 

shown. 

But look! Far over in the 

sky 
A dazzling wheel shines 

there on high — 
The glorious sun, whose spreading rays 
Bring many golden, happy days. 
And when night darkens all the blue, ^ / 
The twinkling stars come peeping ]/^ 

through. 

Our eyes the wondrous windows 

are 
Through which we gaze on sun 

and star; 
And sometimes what we see on 

high, 
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We find in beauty nearer by; 
For star shapes glitter in the snow. 
And star flowers, too, the meadows show. 

And now we'll draw the moon, whose 

light 
Makes beautiful the silent night: 
Sometimes a crescent, thin and clear. 
Sometimes a big, round, silver sphere ; 
But whether round, or like a bow. 
It is the same dear moon, we know. 

Now we will draw but one thing more, 
And that shall be the big church door. 
But drawing is such happy play, 
WeUl surely draw again some day. 
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Emilie Poulsson. 
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SONGS AND GAMES. 
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PLAY WITH THE LIMBS. 
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Emily Huntington Millbb. 
AUegro ModercUo. mj 



Old £Nou8H(i7tA Century), 



1. Up and down and in and ont, Tobr the lit - tie 

2. Bye and bye, in work and play, . . . They'll be bus - y 




limbs a - bont; 
all the day ; 



Kick the pret - ty dim • pled feet ; . . . 
Wad - iiig in the wa - ter clear, . . 




That's the way to grow, my sweet ! ) tt« ««/1 ^»«r« ««-,i 
Kun-ningswfft for feoth-e/ dear. } ^P *°^ down and 
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^^^^^ 



'^m 



in and out. Toss the lit - tie limbs a - bout ; 





This way and that. With a pat - a - pat - pat, With 




one.— two,— three I For each lit - tie knee. 




PLAY WITH THE LIMBS. 



M. J. Gaulakd. 
Con moto. mf 

It 



AdapUd from a Tyrolese Folk Song. 



^:g-^^^ ^ 



1. ^11 a-bont, all a -bout Ba - by's feet are fly - ing; 




Press them here, Ba-by dear. While your strength we're try - ing. 



EMILIE POUL88ON. 

Oon moto. 



FALLING. 163 
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Down goes Ba - by. Mother's pet ; Up comes Ba - by, langbing yet ; 




Ba - by well may langh at barm, Wbile be - neath is Mother's arm. 




Down goes Ba - by wltb-out fear ; Up comes Ba - by gai - ly here. 




All is joy for Ba • by while In the light of Mother's smile. 
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THE WBATHERVANE. 



Emus PouLfltoH. 
_ Moderato. i WeU oeeentedA 






Geobgk L. Osgood. 



Tbis way. that way. turns the weath-er - rane ; This way. 




THE WEATHERVANE. 

Kmii.ie Pour^oN. Arranged from Robekt Kohl. 6y E. S. 



The weath - er - Tone is perch'd on high. It seeras as 



THE WEATHERVANE.— Concluded. 
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if it tonch'd the sky; And just the way the 




^^^ 




winds do blow. The weath - er - Tane will quick - ly show. 



THE TREES. 

From "MuHefor the Kindergarten" by Eleanor Hrerwast. 




See the trees all in a row, Gently swaying to and fro; 




Hark, the wind is ris - ing now. And the trees be - fore it bow; 




How their creakiug branches sound, While the leaves are scatter'd round ; 




,^ng^^ 
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THE TREES.— Concluded. 



wtrrtiM^ 







THE WIND MILL. 

L0LI8 C. EL0OS. Arranged /ram Adolph Jsx&kn. 

AUegretto. ^ 



r-^g^^ 



1. The wind-mill's fans a - roniid they i;o. As fresh'ning breez-es.^ 
-„,... . I bun 



2. But when the snni • mer sun-beams bura. The la - zy fans will 







on theni blow ; They rmsh onr oats, they grind our com. And 
scarcely turn; The puffs of wind come faint and slow. And 




tlmn'tL im ^"t? "^«*'* and mora. When blow the wild No 
men the mill will scarce - ly go. The mil - ler with dis - 




^^ ____JVordsfronMV awake. by permission of D. Lothrop Company. 



THE WIND MILL— Concluded. 
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vem - ber ^es. Swift go the arms and full the sails; With 
pleas - nre sees How liglit and light - er, grows the breeze ; And 




joy the miller's heart doth swell. He knows his mill is grinding well, 
soon, a - las ! it whol - ly drops. And then the bus - y wind-mill stops. 
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WIND SONG. 



Robert Louis Stkvxnsov. 
Allegro moderaio. 



£.& 






1. I BAw you torn the kiU*8 ou Iii<:h, And blow the birds & - 

2. I saw tho diff'reiit things yon did, Bnt al - ways you 3-onr- 

3. O yon tbat are so strong and cold, O blow - er, are you 




bont tlie sky. And all a - roond I heard yon paaa. Like 
self you hid ; I felt you push, I heard yon call, I 

young or oldf Are you a beast of field and tree, Or 




la - dies' skirts a - cross the grass ; O wind a - blow-ing all day long! 
could not see yonr - self at all; O wind a - blow-ing all daylong! 
just a big strong child like me 9 O wind a - blow-ing all daylong! 




From •' Sonps for Little Children." for the KindexKarten and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
rfSi^rand *bliSr****''' ^°'' ^P'*'**®^**' ^'*^ 5 ""»«• Chaiie* Co., Chicago. With permiaskn 



WIND SONQ.— Concluded. 
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O wind that sings so lond a song ! O wind that sings so lond a song ! 




ALL GONE. 

'EiiiLY Huntington Miller. Fiibd. Field Bullabd, Op. .10, No. 8. 

A ndarUe eon moto. mf 



All gone! The snp-per's gone! White bread and milk, so sweet 




For Ba - by dear to eat, — All gone! The supper's gone I 




"Where did Ba-by's supper go t Tongue, you had a share, I know ; 
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ALL GONE.— Concluded. 




Lit - tie throat, you know fall well "WTiere It went, if you would telL 




Lit - tie hands ! grow strong : Lit - tie legs ! grow long ; 




e!j --• ^^ 



-»•- 9- 




ISonx Archibald Smith. 
Con moto. tnp dolee. 



TASTE. -Guessing Game. 171 

Frkd. Fikld Bullasd, Op. 30, No. 6. 






O - ver blue eyes, gray or brown, Let the fair wbite curtains down; 




m 



S=!!r 



^^ 



ff=^^^ 



3*=it 



m- ^ 



Then the red lips o- pen wide, Something nice I'll put in -side. 




Should you tell its prop - er name, You'll have won the guessing game ; 




Buc your tasting must be slow, That the fla - vor you may know. 
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FLOWER SONG. 



KoRA ABcnraALo Smith. 
FoIm tempo, p dolee. 



AdagtUd frommiML Seatek Mdodv. 




^""gV^-^M 




FLOWER SONG.—Concluded. 
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^^m 



name we'd like to hear,— Sweet, oh, so sweet! 




Katb I-. Brown. 



FLOWER SONG. 



Cakl Rrineckb. 



9^ 



AndarUino. 



^ ^ ^ =^^-^- ^1^-^ ^=^^^ ^^^^^ 



1. Smell the flow'r, my cliild.and see What it« perfume breathes to thee ; 

2. From my ten - der rest-ing place, Lit • tie one. with hap-py face. 




In its cnp so small and bright, Safely hid • den from our sight, 
I am talK-iug to thee, dear, Tho' no voice my child may hear ; 

^$J ^ ^"^ ~i ^ ai=S 1 ^ 




There an an - gel - spirit dwells, And its mes - sage sweetly tells. 

But my perfume, sweet, will tell. Lit -tie friend, I love thee well. 
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SMIUB POCLflSOX. 
, Modrrmio f 



TICK-TACK! 

PufmiMr MHody from 
"'CkOdnms Somga^" bff Cabl Bkikkckb. 



1. Tirktack! ti«k-tack! Hemr the old ckick sajing Tick-tack! Xow my Ba-bj. 

2. Tirk-Uck: tirk-tark! Bj joar dck-tark iit^y. Good clock, help meev • f^ 

3. Tick-tack! tick-Uck!Forvard.backvanlswiiisi]is Tick-tack! Telling ev<f 



/I « 






That he is a clock is play-iD^, While his lit • tie arm he swings 
That in time I may be reail - y For what-ev - er I must do. 
That the moments swift are winging Would our hearts be free and gay. 





Back and forth, and gsi-ly sings. . . Hark now,— % 

Esit - Jng. sleeping, working, too Hark now,— S Tick-tack ! tick-tack! 

Clock, we must your voice o - bey Hark now,— J 



dim. 



TICK-TACK !— Concluded. 
PP 
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Hear the old clock say - ing,— Tick-tack ! tick-tack ! tick-tack ! tick ! 




1 



TICK! TOCK! 

Emily Huntington Milleii. 
AlUgretto. 



Elbaxou Smith. 



1. Swing ! swong ! this is the way Goes the pen-du-liim night and day. 

2. Swing! swong 1 sure and slow Goes the pen du-luni to., and fro. 




El 



^^1^^ 



Tick ! tock ! tick ! tock ! Nev - er rest - ing says the clock : 
Tick ! tock ! tick ! tock ! In the uioni - ing says tbe clock, 




Time for work and time for fun. Time to sleep when day is done. 
Time to wake from slum her sweet. Time to wash and time to eat. 



^^ 



=ii^=3= 



^m 



m 



3!= 



^^£E^ 
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TICK! TOCK f- Concluded. 




Tick! took! Hear the clock! 
Tick! tock! Hear the clock! 



Time 
Time 



to 
to 



rest each lit - tie 
o - pen sleep - y 




-t ^^-^ 1 ■-• r 

head. Time the chil • dren were , in 
eyes, (Jhll-dren, it is time ' to 



l>ed... 
rise. . 




EMILIR POUL88ON. 
, Moderato. mf 



GRASS MOWING. 



German Folk Song. 



1. Pe - ter, Pe - ter, quick -ly go To the fields the firrass to mow; 

2. Now we thank our fnends.each one, — Pe - ter for the mow-ing done, 




-— 1 ^^•(^J»^ 

Jui - cy grass and hay so sweet, Brine: them for the cow to eat. 
Li - na for the milk-iiig, too. And for milk, good cow, thank 3^ou. 



GRASS MOWING.— Concluded. 



m 



i^-^=^i^f^>^^^j^ 



*_y - na, L.i - na. milk the cow: Good sweet milk sbe gives us now, 
u. banks to all are glad - ly said: Bak - er, thank you for the bread. 




Milk to drink with rolls or bread,— Thus the lit - tie ones are fed. 
Tiuuika dear Mother shall not miss.— Giv - en with a lov - ing kiss. 




' Fftmounced Lee-na. 



BECKONING THE CHICKENS. 
Emilt Huntington Milleb. W. W. Gilchrwt. 

Moderately quick. 



Ti-ny fin-gers In a row, Beckon to the chickens so;— 




Down - y lit -tie chickens dear,— Fingers say, "Come here.comehere. 



BECKONING THE CHICKENS.— Concluded 




Chick ! chick ! chick I chick! chick ! "Fingers say. ' Come here, come here, - 




BECKONING THE PIGEONS. 

Bmiub PouLBsoif. Arra^kffed/rom Kakl Rbineckb, by Eleanor Smith. 

Andanttno. 




THE FISH IN THE BROOK. 



179 



Words adapted from ''Music for the 
Kmdergarten^" by Eleanob Hekuwaut. 

_ -, Allegretto, ^ 

^%jsi — ^Tc ^- 



Arrangedfrnm 
KOBBUT &OHL, ty £. S. 




They dive, they rise. How hap - py they mast be 1 
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THE FISH IN THE BROOK. 



Bmilt Huntington Millxb. 
Con fHoto. p 



Music adapted from 
JOHAXNBS BUAHMS, by E. S. 



^^l^^^^^^ 



1. Mer • ry lit • tie fish - ea In the brook at play, 

2. Pret • ty bod • iea curr - ing, Bend-ing like a Duw, 




^^3:-^3^E^-^£- t.^i_US-^E^ 



Float -ing in tbe shal - lows, Bart-iug swift a - way. 
Thro* the clear bright wa - ter See them swift - ly go. 



^-^^j^^^ ^ ^^ 



-9r=tc: 



^-3g:-g — g.-_^r_4 _ ^=^-=- ^ ^_^._l ^., 



m 



mf 



-^-^g= :^r:i- 3^iH J J J-^i^ 



Hap - py lit - tie fish - es, Come and play with me. 
Hap • py lit - tie fish - es, May we play with you? 



*M= ^i=:^^- 



r^^"^^ 






n^^ 



^g=g::=jt-F=^-'^"E^ ^ 




No, oh no ! the fish - es say, That can nev * er be. 
No, oh uu ! the fish • es say. That would nev • er do. 



THE CATERPILLAR. 
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EMILIK POUL88OX. 
Heavily. 



Elranor Smith. 






1. Creep - ing, slow - ly, creep 

2. Hid - iug now aud sleep 



ing. 



Cat • er - pil - lars 
lu this sleep so 





now are seen Feast - iiig on 

long aud strange Conies to them 



the leaves so green ; 
a won - drous change ; 




Creep - ing, slow - ly creep 
Sleep - ing, sound- ly sleep 



ing. 
iug. 




m 



AUegreUo. 



=t= 



=t= 



It: 



3 Fly -ing, light-ly fly - iug, Now 
4. Kov - iug, rest-iug, rov • iug, Hon 

I 



the crawling time is past, 
ey is their dain - ty fare, 

*-,-J > I 
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THE CAT£RPILLAR.~Concluded. 



But - - ter - flies are here at last. Fly • ing, light - ly 

Flow • era sweet the feast pre • pure, Kov • ing, rest • ing. 




fly • ing. Fly - ing, light • ly fly ing. 

rov - iug, Rov - iug, rest - ing, roV ing. 

N I J- 




BUTTERFLIES. 



Kate L. Brown. 








Elizabeth U. Ehrksok. 


Moderato. 








wi — T ^ — f^-J- 


•:^^-f= 


! ^ -r r 


%j ^ ' * "^ 






m ' " 


But - ter - flies. 


bat 


. ter 


flies Seek the lU - y 




. . -. . . ^ 1^ 


r* w 1 


P'l H — r — ? — 


H — r — *— 


--i — r — r 


\ i-J—f- [I 1 


L-J T h^ 


L^J \- 1 1 



lf=*:-=^ 


-J J 1- 


^ iH-=^^-^H 


bell, Rest in the warm, deep heart of the 


N^^ 


^^^^ 


— 1 


^-^l-j-M^ 


• 1 




y- 1 ' 


•^ 





. ..'^Ji:???" " stories in Siaag** told by Ell««beih U. Emerson, and Kate S. Brown. By 
with Oliver Ditson Co. 



BUTTERFLIES.— Concluded. 
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=*Mh^ 


1 1 J J g-H 


J '^ ■ 




* • 
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m • » 




" 


roee. 




But . 


ter - 


fliea, 


1>at - 


tor. flies Seek tbe 


lii 


- y 


2=5* M- 






g 






i 1-, m — 


^ 




"s^- J r P 


—I 


! — r— 


•^ 


i=S- 


H— F — P— - 


i * — 1 — 


-i — ' 


"— •* 1 




-i ' 


-^ i 


1 1 — ' 


"-• — t — 


-H 





p 



^ 



^ J I J- 



^ 



l)ell. 



Sest and work till lay - light's close. 



THE FLYING BIRD. 

Kate L. Brown. W. W. Gilchrist. 

Rather /cut, but with smooth^ undulating motion. 



1. Fly, little bird, in the gold 

2. Fly. little bird thro' the sum 



en snn ; 
nier hours. 




fe=g= 






ttiit 



^^ 



Fly, lit-tle bird, 'till day is done; 

Fly, till the night - wind rocks the flo w'rs ; 
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THE FI«YING BIRD.— Concluded. 




THE TARGET. 
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Emily Huntixgton Millku. Fred. Field Bullaud, Op. 30, Xo. 5. 

Andante eon moto. mf 



One piece this way and one piece that. And a emooth little board that is 




round aud flat: Drive in a peg that will hold them well. And 




here is a tar - get read-y to sell. ""What costs it?" "Thive 




ha'-peniiies!" "Oh, that is much too dear, For on - ly two 
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THE TARGET.-CoDdaded. 

/ 







"C^ 




One for the work and two for the stuff. Three ha' - pen - oiea the 




bny - er mast pay. Who can-not pay fkut must mn a - way ! 




PAT-A-CAKE. 

Emtlt Huxttkgtox Miller. 



Alsatian Folk S<mg. 



4^^^:^^ 



n - « ^ m S S 7 ^ ^ ^ m^ 

1. Come, my Ba - br, yon shall make.. Moth - er dear a 

2. Bak - er. is year ov - en hot ? . . . Bake my cake bat 



^ 



-^^ 



=5=1= 



^^ 



^^ 



^^ 



PAT-A-CAKE.~Concluded. 
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lit - tie cake... KoU it this way, roll it that; 
burn it not Here's the ov - en hot and read • y; 




Pat the cake all smooth and flat; Mark it there and 

Toss the cake in straight and stead - y ; Bake it brown and 




mark it here, And there's a cake for Moth - er dear, 
bring it here: See Ba - by's ctike for Moth • er dear. 




THE MILL-WHEEL. 
^TE L. Bbown. Cakl Beikbckb. 

AUegretto. mf 




1. The bns - y mill, the bus - y.. mill. It work-eth day by.. 

2. "No, no!" the bus - y mill-wheel cries," The ris - ing sun I... 
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THE MILL-WHEEL.—Concluded. 



day. Up - on its 8wift-ly tarning wheel The nhin-ing wa-teni 
greet. All cUy I turn the heav-y stones That giind the golden 







play. O mill-wheel, yon will weary grow : Now stop and rest. I pray, 
wheat ; And hungry children shall be glad Jb'or dai - ly bread to eat" 




THE FARMER. 



Moderato. mf 



Melody adapted from SwUt Folk Song. 



1. Slinll we show you how the Farmer, Shall we show you how the Fanner, 

2. Shall we show you how the Fanner, Shall we show you how the Fanner, 

3. Slinll we show you how the Farmer, Shall we nhow you how the Farmer, 

4. Shall we show you how the Farmer, Shall we show you how the Farmer, 



THE FARMER.— Concluded. 
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Shall we show yoa how the Farm-er sows his bar • ley and wheat f 

Shall we show yon bow tlie Farm-er mows his bar - ley and wheat 1 

Shall we show you how the Farm-er threshes bar -ley and wheat? 

Shall we show you how the Farm-er sifts his bar - ley and wheat? 





Look, 'tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, Look, 'tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, 

Look, 'tis thus the busy Farmer, Look, 'tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, 

Look, 'tis thus tlie bus-y Farm-er. Look, 'tis thus the bns-y Farm-er, 

Look, 'tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, Look, 'tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, 




Look, 'tis thus the busy 
Look, 'tis thus the bus-y 
Look, 'tis thus the bus-y 
Look, 'tis thus the busy 



Farm-er sows his 
Farm er mows his 
Farm-er thresh es 
Farmer sifts his 



bar - ley 
bar - ley 
bar - ley 
bar • ley 



and 
and 
and 
and 



wheat, 
wheat, 
wheat, 
wheat. 



^^^^^^^ 
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THE BIRD'S NEST. 



Katb L. Bbowx. 



Arranged from Robbut Kohl, by E. S. 




mong the flow - era ; Dear lit - tie nest, what hold you there ! 




Ik M J^ Jg: 



Two pretty eggs I hold with care. Soon lit-tle birdies out will creep, 




^^^ 



=h=i= 



Crying, peep, peep, Mother dear, peep, — We love yoa, peep ! 



IN A HEDGE. 
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Fbobbbl. 
Andantino, p 



E. S. 




1. In a hedge ja»t -where 'tis beat. Moth - er.. bird has 

2. The eggs are hatch'd, and we can hear Two ti»ny birds cry. 





bnilt her nest. Two small eggs she lays, speckled and bine, 
'Moth-er dear." Near them let ns soft - ly creep. 




P 



4N^^d-^ 



^m^-^^^Em 



:i=t: 



-■>— =^ 



-Hi— ■>- 



Sits there many days, warm and true ; Sits there many days, warm and trae. 
While the birdlingscry " Peep.peep ! " While the birdlingscry "Peep, peep !'* 




From " Sonsrs for Little Children," for the Kinderj^arten and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers : Milton Bradley Co., Sprin^eld, Mass. ; Thomas Charles Co., 311-313. Wabash Avenue, 
Chicago. With permission of author and publishers. 
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THE BIRD'S NEST. 



Emilt Hitmtikgtom Millkb. 
In moderate time, and teith an §aay swing. 



W. W. Gilchrist. 




CadfUed in its down -y... bed, Lit - tie nestling birds we fonnd. 




Dear! dear! O nev-erfear. Moth-er waits and watches near. 




mh f J f--^^=^ ^^^ 



f 



THE BIRD'S NEST — Concluded. 
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WHAT DOES LITTLE BIRDIE SAY? 

Texnysox. E. S. 

Andante. 



1. What does lit - tie bir-diesay, In her nest at peep of day! 

2. What does lit - tie ba - by say, In her bed at peep of day ? 



4 dj JJ 1^ 1 -f j-^^j^ ^^ 




• Let me fly," savs lit - tie birdie, "Mother, let me fly 
Ba - by says, like lit - tie birdie, *'Letme rise and fly 



way. 
way.' 
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WHAT DOES LITTLE BIRDIE SAY ?-^oncluded. 



• Rir - die, rest a lit - tie lon-jirer, 'Till the lit - tie win^rs are stronger." 
' Ba - b^ , Ble«p a lit • Ue lou-ger, 'Till the lit - tic limbs are strouger." 




- 1 T 



-fA^r r rlr-r^ e 



I !• 



^^ 



' J 



So nhe reftta a lit - tie. lon-jrer, Then she flies, she flies a - way. 
If she sleeps a lit - tie longer, ito - by, too. shall fly a- way. 




LULLABY. 



J. "W. Eluott. 



Andante eon moto. 




LULLABY.— Continued. 
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Qoi - et as mice in churcb-es. He pnt8 hiHliea«i where no one knows, 




On one leg he perch - es. When lit-tlo Ba - by bye-bye goes. 




On Mama's arm re ■ pos • ing; Soon he lies be • neath the clothes. Safe 
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LULLABY.— Continued. 




^^^^^ 



g^r^^ t^ ^^^ 



goes to sleep. Tail and nose to • geth - er. Then lit -tie mice a - 




ronnd her creep. Ligbt-ly as a feath - er. When lit-tle Ba - by 




goes to sleep, And he is ver - y near ns, Then on tip- toe 



LULLABY.— Concluded. 

pococres. rail. :=^ p 
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Boft - ly creep. That Ba - by may not hear us. Lnl -la - by ! 




ritard. dim. 



PP 



^ 




^^ 



m 



a^ . n 



^ 



dim, p ^^_^^jnorendo. 



PP 



^ 






-^r-w-' 



ten. 



THE BIRD'S NEST. 

Author Unknown. ' W. W. Gilchuist. 

Briskly. 



1. I lived first in a lit - tie lioase. And lived tbere ver - y 

2. One day I flattered from the nest, To see what I could 



^^^^^ 



^^^^p 



1 — I — r 



well; Thought the world was ver - y, ver - y small, 

find; Said the world is sure - ly made of leaves, 
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THE BIRD'S NEST.— Concluded. 



P 



-f— l i » 



t^^M 



-^ ^: J 

I lived next 
I at length 



And maile of pnle-blae uliell.. 
I li»ve been, ver - y blind.. 




in A lit • tie nest, 
flfw be - 3oiid the tree, 



Nor nee<l - ed «n - y oth - er ; 
Quite fit fur grown up - la - bors ; 




Tho't the world wholly made of straw, And brooded by my moth - er. 
luoutknow bow the world is made. And neither do my neigh -bor 




Kate L. Brown. 
Con tnoto. 

3- 



THE FLOWER BASKET. 



B. KoHi.. 




THE FLOWER BASKET.—Concluded. 
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Ltit - Ue iMtakets we are weaviDg. All oar sweetest flowers receiving ; 




^-^^^E^^ 



To., oar parents we are bringing Pret-ty gifts with Joy and singing: 




La, la, la, la, Dearest Pa-pa, Flow'rs we bring to yoa,. 

_| , ^^^^ — \ rJ '^— ^- 








c^ 
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THE FLOWER BASKET. 



Emilt Huktisoton Milleb. 
AlUffretto. p 



Eleanor Smith. 



Weave the lit - tie iMsk - et, fiU it up ^ith po - sies. 




Bos - 68 fKMn the gar - den blos-aoms from tbe wood. 




With our birth -day ^rish - es, with our songs and kiss - es. 




Give it to the fa - ther, dear and kind and good ; 



THE FLOWER BASKET.— Concluded. 
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Tra la la la la la, la la la la la, 




Give it to the fa - ther, dear and kind and good. 




Emily Huxttngtox Miller. 
Moderato. 



THE PIGEON -HOUSE. 

EOBERT Kohl, arr. by E. Smith. 



O see my pigeon -liou8e,80 high! My pret-ty pig - eons haste to fly ; 




To pleasant fields they quickly go, So bus - y gleaning to and fro; 



THE PIGEON- HOUSE.-Coiicladed. 




And when they comeback to rest atuight. a - gain I cXosemj 




pigeon -house tight. Coo, coo, . . coo, coo,. 



Coo, coo. coo, coo, coo, coo. . . 




NAMING THE FINGERS. 
Laura E. Richards. French Folk Song. 

Andante non troppo. mfdolee. 



1. This 18 lit - tie Toniniv Thniiib, Round and smooth as a - ny pinm. 

2. This is might-y To - l>y Tall: He's the big-gewt one of all. 








^^ 



Thi« la 5"" "7 Pe -ter Pointer ; Rnre-Iy he's a don - ble - joint-er. 
Anis is dam-ty Reuben Ring; He's too fine for a - ny - thing. 



NAMING THE FINGERS— Concluded. 

raU. 



^ 



3. ADd this lit - tie wee one, may be. Is the pretty Fin-ger B* - by. 




a tempo. 



All the five we've counted now, Bus - y Fiu-gers in a row. 
a tempo. 




Ev-'ry Fin - ger knows the way. How to work and how to play; 




Bat to-geth-er they work best, Each one lielp-ing all the rest. 

l ento e m arcato . 

J) III , I I ! Jn I I I r -4- 
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m 



Emilte Poulsson. 
AUegrHto. mf ^^ , 



THE GREETING. 

Adapted from a SeoUh Folk Song. 



M 1^ >^- 



Xow Bee them here, these friends so dear, As they to-geth - er meet. . 




->4— »- 



3l<:: -> m^ m- 



With bows po - lite and fac - es bright, Each oth - er they will greet. 




^ /ten. 



"Oh, how do you do 1 And how do yon do ? And how do you do a - gain f 
/ ten. 




THUMBS AND FINGERS SAY, "GOOD MORNING." 205 

Words adapted from Frobbel. £. S. 

AlUgro vvmce. mf 

^ m m 

Thumbs and fin - gers say, " Good - mom-iiig, 'Tis a rer - y 




pleas - ant day ;" Lit - tie point - ers bow po - lite - ly, 




Tall men nod and smile so biight-ly; While the rest with 




Joy - fnl greet -iug, All their lit - tie friends are meet - ing. 




From •• Songs for Little Children." for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers : Mfiton Bradley Ca, Springfield, Mass. ; Thos. Charles Co., Chicago. With permission 
of atttbor and pubUahexs. 
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THE FAMILY. 



W. W. Gilchrist. 




_i ' K-,u-l- 



=!«=; 



^^IM^^^,,^^ 
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al • wajA dear ; This is the bus - y Fa - ther, Al - \rays brave, 






€=^ 
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•^ ftin of 


cheer; This is the mer - ry 
- - -^—^ F— ^^3 ^ 


bi-oth - er, 

-1 .-. . 
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'^- ■• 



grown BO strong and tall ; This is the gen - tie sis - ter, 

_4 H«^ 1 l-T i—l P— ! 1- 



THE FAMILY.— Concluded. 
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Here is ilie hap • py fam - i - ly. All complete, all coin-plete. 

-I r*! ^^•^J . ! h 




THE FAMILY. 

Emtlik Poulsson. Euphemia M. Parker. 

Lento ma non troppo. mp dolee. (The R^rain Offter a French Folk Song.) 



This is the lov - ing Moth - ep, Al • ways good and dear ; 
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THE FAMILY.— Continued. 




THE FAMILY.— Concluded. 



209 



rltRFRAix, animato. 



This bap - py. Lap - py fam - i • ly. They love each oth - er well ; . 

-JW-^ c r-^ ^ I i^ n ,- U 




Thia hap -py, hap - py fiim - i - ly, In Joy and peace they dwell. 




Emimb PouueoN. 
, AUegreUo. 



THE FAMILY. 



Au$trian Folk Song. 



* 1. Here's Grand-pa • pa and Grand-ma - ma. And Fa • ther, too, and 




Mother, With Ba - by wee, one fam - i - ly; Oh, 
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THE FAMILY.— Concluded. 




, n t^npo. 







t a. for left hand 



NUMBERING THE FINGERS. 



211 



Emilir Poulssox. 
Moderato. m/ A 



Adapted from a French Folk Song. 




TbeThnmbis one. The Point er two, The Mid -die Fin-ger 




three-, Bing Fin-ger /our, Little Fin-ger ft,ve. And that is all you 




Kow we have pnt them all to bed, A 
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NUMBERING THE FINGERS.-^onduded. 



dim. 





fLULl^Bl^. rerwvian Slutmber Song,) 



51 



^^^^^i ^=^^ ^ 



I'X- -AU LDsh'd and still the bird-ies sit np - on thebrsnch-es 



GO TO SLEEP, THUMBKIN. 
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Adapted from Frobbbl. 
, Andante sostenuto. p 



KS. 



Now go to sleep, my Tlmmbkin. ao clmn - sy and strong; And 




you, Point - ing Fin - ger, you've worked all day long. You 




Ring Fin - ger, too, is 'most read - y for bed. Then 
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GO TO SLEEP, THUMBKIN^-Conduded. 



ooT - er the I>a - by, too sleep - y for fun. Grt>od 




^F=^ 



night, lit - tie chil - dren ; a kiss for each one. 




Allegretto. 



FIVE IN A ROW. 



Adapted from Reixrckr. 



^^ 



zn 



r" y- 

1. Five lit - tie maid - ens all in a row, 

2. Fonr lit - tie bob - o - links sit - ting in a tree, 

3. Tliree lit - tie ros - - es in the gar - den bed, 

4. Two lit tie hon - ey bees on a clo - ver bloom, 

5. One lit - tie mou - - sie din-ing at his ease, A 




Puh»S^J.^*f^^.!i'H;'"if/^''*''L"' /^^'JS Kindenfartei. and Primary Schcls, bv Eleanor Smith. 
StVifS!" wjJL*^" Brad ey Co.. Sprinjffield, M«9s. ; Thoma« Charles Co., aii-gis, Wabash Avenue. 
Chicago. With permission of author and publishers. ^^^ 



FIVE IN A ROW— Concluded. 
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Stand - ing there so straight and still, with hands be - hind them, 

Sing - iug mer - ry rouu -de - lays, hap - py as can 

Grow - ing up so fresh and sweet, yel • low, white and 

For two lit • tie hon - ey • bees there is hard - ly 

daint - y, daint - y meal is his, of white bread and 




so ! Kow one a - way is skip-ping as fast as she can 

be ; Kow one a • way is fly - ing, his lit - tie mate to 

red ; Bat now the gard'ner's scia - sors have snipp'd off one wee 

room; Now one has fiU'd his pock-ets and flies... off 

cheese ; Kow swift-ly off he scampers, he hears the kit - ty 





Leaving four lit • tie 

see, Leaving three lit - tie bob - o • links 

head. Leaving two lit tie ros - - es 

home. Leaving one lit tie hon -ey -bee 

sneezOfLeaviug no lit- tie mon-sie, and 



standing in a row. 

sit-ting in a tree. 

in the gar-den bed. 

on a clov-er bloom, 

such a lit - tie cheese I 



-^H^^^^^F54 5 5 = ^ i f r^ ^^^ 
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Kati L. Bbowh. 
. ModfToto 



FINGER PIANO. 

Mntie atrunged from Casl Biuxbckk. 6y B. & 




1. Ri|>pHnK,iiiwrk]iiigin tli© mm. See the langliing brook Icto nm : 

2. Now the iner-ry lark on high Car - ola sweet-ly from the 8k3-; 

3. Tbna the hand, lo small a thing, Still may sweetest mu - sic bring; 




Tell me, brooklet, in your play. Tell the song joa sing to- day; 
Wide he spreadsliisflntfring wings. Showing gladness as be sings; 
Fiu-gers, you mast move a - long, You may help to make the song; 




Tip and down the fln - gers go. Brooklets singing as they flow, 
TJp and down the fln - gers go, 'Tis the lark's song here be - low. 
Up and down the fin • gers go, Wak-en ma - sic sweet and low. 



:^^^=^= 



U I 



fJ-J. 
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THE HAPPY BROTHERS AND SISTERS. 217 

Laura E. Richards. (Hd French LuUaby 

AndarUino. p 



1. Five lit - tie chil - dren, Bns - j all the day; 




Light goes and night comes,— Sleep - y now are they. 




2. Say the pray'r soft - ly. Close the tired eyes; 

3. flap - py, hap - py chil - dren, Fast a - sleep are you ; 




May our fleav'nly Fa - ther "Watch ns till we rise. 
Drop the head,.. go to bed: We are sleep - y too. 




^ r i-n-tferr , r r r 
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THE BABY AND THE MOON. 



Adapted from Frokiibu Inf Katb S. Kbllogo. 
Allegretto, p Legato. 



E.S. 



" La • dy Moon, La-dy Moon, sail - ing so high. Drop down to ba - by, from 





I hear thee call-ing, I hear thee call-in g, I hear thee call- ing, Yet 




THE BABY AND THE MOON— Concluded. 
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Soft sliin-ing rays," Moon loven the ba - by," the moon -light says; 




Lg. N N : 



f- 



^^ 



-> > 



^^ 
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In her hoase dark and blae,thonj;h she roust stay, Kind-ly she'll watch thee, 




kindly she'll watch thee, Kindly she'll watch thee, till dawns the new day.' 




From " Songs for Little Children." for the Kindersrart«n and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smilh. 
Publishers : Muton Kradley Co., Springfield, Mass. ; Thos. Charles Co.. Chicago. With permission 
of author and publisheis. 



O LOOK AT THE MOON. 



ICn. FoLLKir. 
About Waltz 7Vm#. 



"W. W. GlLCHBIST. 




shap'd like a bow, Bnt now she's grownblg ^ndronnd as an O And 




^r- 



O LOOK AT THE MOON.— Concluded. 
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there is a star, Close by her andmaj'be. 



That 





THE LITTLE MAIDEN AND THE STARS. 

Emilt Huntikoton MiLLBU. Gkouge L. Osgood. 

Moderato and SweeUy 



i:jfcz ^-[- zg£?"^g=:g^^ ;— J- ' j^ ^^ 



1. Now the stars be - gin to peep. In the sky so pure and bright; 

2. See the niotii-er star so dear ! With her lit - tie children small, 

3. " Mother Htjir ! I wish I knew How your b»- hies go to bed; 

4. Come,iuy darling! while you sleep On your pil- low soft and white, 
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THE LITTLE MAIDEN AND THE STARS.— Concluded. 




Ba • by soon mnst go to sleep, 
ADd the fa - ther watching near. 
Do they run as chickens do, 
Stan will thro' your wiu-dow peep. 



She must bid the stars good-nigbt: 
Pret - ty stars ! I love you all ! 
Hid - ing ev - 'ry yel - low head f 
Smiling, " Ba - by, dear, goodnight ! 




Lit - tie feet are tired of play. Come, ray dar - ling, come a -way! 
When I shut my eyes to sleep. All the night your watch yoii keep; 
Do you tuck them soft and deep In a fleeo-y cloud to sleep! 
Sweetly dreams and safe - ly rest In your pret -ty era -die nest! 




^^^ 



poeo erese. 



Ijit - tie feet are tired of play, Come, my darling, come a - way ! 

WhenI Bhut-myeyes to sleep. All the night jour watch you keep. 

i>o you tuck them soft and deep. In a fleecy cloud to sleep? 

oweetly dreams and safely rest In your pretty era - die iiest!" 




THE CHILD AND THE STAR. 223 

Andante con moto e tranquillo. J. W. Elliott. 



^^ ^ 



1. Lit - tie star that shines so bright. Come and peep at me to - night, 

2. Lit - tie star ! O tell me, pray, Where you hide yourself all day! 

3. Lit - tie Child! at you I peep While you lie so fast a - sleep; 

4. For I've ma - ny friends on high, Liv-ing with me in the sky, 




For I of - ten watch for you In the pret - ty sky so blue. 

Have yon got a home like me. And a fa - ther kind to see? 

But when mom begins to break, I my homeward jour-uey take. 

And a iov - ing Fa - ther, too. Who commands what I m to do. 




TWINKLE, TWINKLE LITTLE STAR. 

J. W. Eluott. 
P 



Allegretto moderato, 
mf 



1. Twin - kle. twinkle, lit - tie star. How I won - der what you are! 




824 TWINKLE, TWINKLE, LITTLE STAR.—Continued. 

p poeorit 



Up a - bove the world so high, Like a dia - mond in the sky. 




2. WlieD the blaz- ing son is gone, When he noth-ing shines np - on» 

3. Then I he trav-'ler in the dark Thanks you for 30 ' 



your ti - ny spark: 




Then you show your lit - tie li<;ht, Twinkle, twin-kle, all the niirht. 
How could he see where to go. U you did not twinkle sol 




J:?. JM?JtV^ ir^^i 2U■i^^?^?^,e^rtfr/S: 




TWINKLE, TWINKLE, LITTLE STAR.- Concluded. 225 

p _^ poeoriL 



For yoa ner - er shot your eye. Till the snn ia In the sky. 
Thongh I know not what yoa are, Twin-kle, twxn-kle, lit - tie star. 




STARS AND DAISIES. 



Dolee. 



B.S. 



1. The stars are ti - ny dal - sies high, 

2. The star buds bios - som in the night. And 




Ope-ning and 
love the 



shut - ting in the sky. While dai-sies are the 
moons calm, ten-der light.But daisies bloom out 




From " Songs for Little Children." for the Kindergarten nnd Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
FBbltsfaen : Milton Bradley Co.. Springfield, Moss. ; Thos. Charles Co., Chicago. With penniaBioo 
of antbor and publidicrs. 
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STARS AND DAISIES.— Concluded. 



stars be - low, 
iu the day. 



Twink - ling and R|>ark-ling as they grow. 
Watch - iug the bright sun ou his way. 

— I — t f^^m 1 • 1 
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THE LIGHT BIRD. 

Arranged from Robert Kohl, &y E. S. 



1. O pret - ty bird, O shin - ing bird, O bright bird on the wall! 

2. The pret- ty bird, the shin - ing bird That flies np-on the wall! 




O pret - tv bird, O shin - ing bird. Be still and hear my call ! 
Is made of light ull pui-e and bright,It can-not hear your call; 




"Why will you fly a- way, dear? Why won't yon come and play, dear? 
No hand can catch the light bird. The pret - ty bii-d, the bright bird I 



THE LIGHT BIRD.-.Concluded. 
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O pret tybird^O shin - inf; bird, O bright bini on the wall! 
Bat eyes may catch and hearts may hold The light bird on the wall ! 




THE LIGHT BIRD. 



Elizabeth Ciiaules Lb Bourgeois. 
Lightly. 



Elrakob Smttr. 



O bir - die, gleam-ing on the wall. Gleam - ing, gleam - ing. 




'Tis the light bird. A ver - y bright bird. That is gleaming on the wall, 

~~ _| 1 J , 'I 'l 




THE LIGHT BIRD.—Conduded. 



'Tis the li/(ht bird, A. Ter - y bright bird. Bat it can not hear your calL 



4- 



-4- 
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THE SHADOW RABBIT. 



Laura E. Hichauds. 
Moderato. mf 



ChUd Song (Old Frenck). 



1. Hej. the Kabbit'Ho. the lUb-bit! See the Kabbit on the wall. 

2. Ko\T the Sab-bit aits up-rightp Manchinggraas with all his might. 
8. Down oar Kab-bit cow -era now; Sore some dan -ger low-ers now. 




PriclcB his ears, for that's his hab-it ; Pricks thero up and lets them fall. 
See him wrin-klenp his nose... What'sthat for, do you sup-pose? 
See, the Hun • ter with his gun. . Thinks he's going to have some fun. 



THE SHADOW RABBIT.—Conduded. 
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Pret-ty Rab-bit, stay now; Come with me and play now. 
Brother Rabbit, shall I feed yon ? No, my dear, I do not neetl you. 
PufE; puflE; puff ! The bullets flying! Is our Kab-bit real-ly dy-ing? 





"No, ah no, he will not stay: Up ho Jumps and springs a - way. 
Bab-bits made up - on the wall Fee<1 themselves, or not at all. 
Kot a bit, for see him run ! Kab-bits, too, can have their fun. 




THE LITTLE WINDOW. 



ElflLT HUKTINGTON MlLLEIL 

Briskly and grctoifully. 



W. W, Gitx;hri8T. 



1. Peek - a-boo, peek - a- boo light. 

2. Peek - a-boo, peek - a boo light 

3. Peek - a-boo, jieek - a-boo light, 



beau - ti - ful, beau - ti - ful 
beau - ti - ful, benu - ti - ful 
beau - ti - ful, beau - ti - ful 
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THE LITTLE WINDOW — Concluded. 



liRhtf. 
light!., 
light!.. 



Shin - Ing no clear thro' my win - dow bright 
Mak • iiig the fields and mead - ows ho bri<:)it 
LoTO is the snu-shine that makes the heat bright 




^ Jv~^ 



Down from the sky, soft - ly you fly ; Peek - a - boo light, 
Flow'rsin the gi-ass smile as you pass; Peek-a-boo light. 
Pure we would be, shin - ing like thee; Peek - a - boo light. 




beau - ti - ful light, 
beau - tl - ful light, 
beau - tl - ful light, 



Peek 
Peek 
Peek 



a - boo, beau - ti 
a - boo, beau - ti 
a - boo, beau - ti 



ful, beau-ti - ful light, 
ful, bean-ti - ful light, 
ful, beau-ti - ful light. 



THE WINDOW. 
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Gborgr H. Page. 
TranquiUo. 



£lbai?or Smitu. 



1. Come, love - ly li^ht. and shine on u«, A nd makes na warm and bright; 

2. " Dear child/tbe siiu has sent me down To make an - oth - er day, 




Ton shine on ns, we'll gaze on yon. For day has conquered ni<!ht. 
And help yon tread the path of right. By light-en - iug yuur way. 

-\ 1- 




In thank-fnl praise of your bright rays, We lift our hap - py voie - es. 
In tbauk-ful praise of his bright ray 8,Theu lift jour hap- py voic - es, 




For you love us and we love you. And all the world re - jojo - es. 
For you love him and he loved you, And all the world re - joio - es. 



TRANSFORMATION GAME. 



Emiue Poulbson. 
Moderato. 



£lkaxoii Smith. 



1. TTow bean-ti - fnl f how Joy - 

2. V\k in tlio Bky a - bove 

3. IIuw beaa-ti - ful! how joy - 



ons Onr cir - cle large and wide ! Wbero 
us The love - ly stars ap - pear. Our 
ons ! A wreath we bow have bound, In 




ma - ny hap - py chil - dren» Move gai - ly aide by aide. How 
cir - cle now is chang-itig, Be - hold a star ia here. A 
love and Joy n - nit - ed. We gai - ly dance a - round. And 




bean - ti - fnl ! how Joy - ona The small-er cir - cles, too, Where 
crown we now are niak - ing. As sing-ing still we go. And 
now the larg - er cir - cle. We wel-come once a - gain, Tho* 



TRANSFORMATION GAME.— Concluded. 
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'round we pi:o wifch sing - ing:. As we all loye to do. 
this is for onr pa - rents, Our grate - ful love to show, 
star and wreath have van - ished. TJ - ni • ted we re - 1 




Emilt Huntington Miller. 
Andante moderato. / 



THE CHARCOAL-BURNER. 

Fred. Field Bullard, Op. 30, No. 1. 



1. Oh, why does the Char - coal - bum - er stay 

2. The Char - coal - hum - er is black and grim, But 




roll 



a tempo. 




Up in the woods by night and day? He chops the trees and he 
thanks for his work we owe to him. He chops the trees with a 
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THE charcoal-burner.- Concluded. 



piles tho wood. And bnmK it slow to the char - coal {!Ood. Tbe 
whack, whack, whack. And barns the wood to the char - coal black. 




Blacksmith's hammer goes " Klinj:. klang. kling ; Char-coal, char - coal 
Knives and ax - es, shov-els and rakes. Shoes fur the po - ny the 




^=fe 



hiir - ry and bring. For how can I shoe the po - ny*8 

Black - smith makes. The bel - lows blow and the ham - mors 




feet. With - ont good char - coal the iron to 
beat, But he nmst have char - coal the iruu to 



heat? 
heat. 



THE CARPENTER. 235 

EHILIS POUlflSON. W. W. GiLCHBIBT. 

Ba- sy is the Car-pen -ter, At his work he stands. Ob, the wonders 




^^ 



^^ 
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he can do With his skil-fnl hands! Saw-ing now, the 




long, long boards Shorter soon he makes. 



And the rough is 




THE CARPENTER.— Concluded. 




Oh, the won - dera he can do With his skil - ful hands ! 




THE CARPENTER. 

Ehitjr Poulsbox. Euphehia M. Pabkbk. 

Con moto giojoMo. m/ 



1. Bu - ay is the Car • pen • ter ; At his work he stands. 

2. By his work the crook-ed soou Stniio^htand e - Ten ctows; 

3. iSo the Car -pen - ter at hist All to-geth-er brings; 







=|S=: 



^^ 



Oh, the won - ders he can do 
Ciirv'd he changes in - to flat; 
Nails the boards and tini - hers fast ; 



With his skil - ful iiands! 
Wondrous skill he shows. 
How his ham - roer rings ! 



THE CARPENTER.— Continued. 



Saw - ing now. the long bonrds Sbort-er soon he makes, 
Thus he works so bus - i - ly. But we hear him say. 
Thus a CO - sy house he builds Where the cbiltl may live. 




And the rough is quick-ly smoothed When the plane he takes. 
"Here a board and there a board : Pray, what use aretheyf" 
And for this the grate - ful child Love aiid thanks will give. 




^ These u 



s may be repeated ad lib. or omitted entirely. 



THB CARPENTER.*Concluded. 



Oh, the won - ders be can do With his skil - fal hands ! 




Emiuk Pouubbon. 
Andantino. 



THE BRIDGE. 



Eleakok Smith. 



1. The hrook is flow-ing mer - ri - ly. Its wa - ters softly glide ; 

2. Bat dark the wa - t^^r flows be-tween, The stream is deep and wide; 

3. All thanks to 3^un, giiod Car - pen - ter, The child calls out iu gloe. 






A lit - tie child looks long - ing-ly Be - yond its rippling tide. 
No way the lit -tie child can find To reach the oth - er side. 
Now X can reach the oth - er side Where I have longed to be. 



THE BRIDQE.>.Concluded. 
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A-cro88 the brook are pret - ty ferns, And oh ! such lovely mo88 ! 
But soon there comes a Car - pen-ter, Who works with busy bauds, 
So on the bridge the hap - py child Ruus buck aud forth at will. 




And flow'rs that seem to nod at him And beckon him a - cross. 
And builds a bridge that safe and strong A - hove the wa - ter stands. 
Al - though be-neath so deep and wide. The brook Is flow - iug still. 




S7TiS7J2 ^ j7 ^ 
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THE JOINER. 
NoBA A. Smith. Arranged from Egbert Kohl. 

Andante non troppo. mf 



1. Plane, plane, plane; 

2. Strong, strong, strong ; 



Join - er, fol - low the grain. 
Push the plane a - long. 
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THE JOINER.— Concluded. 



Smooth AS silk the ta - ble grows ; Not a break the fi - bre shows. 
Make the bench all glos-sy white ; Nut a spliu-ter leave iu sight. 




^ -Dl...^ •vla«.4k «v1an< 



Plane, plane, plane; 
Plane, plane, plane; 



Join - er, fol-low tlie grain. 
Join - er, fol-low the grain. 




Caro a. Duoan. 
Con moto. 



THE FARMYARD. 

Adapted from two French Folk Songs. 



1. Oh, see the gate ! It o - pens wide. Qaick, my chil - dren, 




step in - side. The farm-yard birds and beasts we'll see. All good 



THE FARMYARD.^Continued. 
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friends to yoa and me. 



2. The pret - ty pig -eons in the san, 

3. The dacks are swimming round and round, 

4. Just see the tur - key strattiug by,— 

5. The lit - tie lambs are cry - ing now. 





Coo, coo, coo, coo. The lit - tie colts now past us run ; 

Qaack, quack, quack, quack. The moth - er lien a worm has found ; 

Gobble-obble, gobble-obble. The pigs are grunt -ing in tlieir sty; 

Ma-a, ma-a, ma-a, ma-a. The dog joins in the Bow, wow, wow; 




The so - ber cows all watch the fun. And say, Moo-oo, 
The chickens run a - cross the ground. And cry, Pee-eep, 
The roost- er from his perch on high. Cries, Cock - a - d<>o - 
The old sheep standing by the plow. Says, £aa, baa - aa. 



moo-oo. 
pee-eep. 
die- doo. 
baa-aa. 



&=r- 




•N- Imitate here the actual cries of the animals 

17 



of usini: the sylkibles. 
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THB PARMYARD—Condaded. 



6. Kow doM the gate so high and wide, And leave the creatures all in- aide ; 




For we would keep them safe, yon see. These good friends to yon and me. 




THE GARDEN -GATE. 



Emilt Hukttnotok Millbb. 
Rather quick. 



"W. W. GiLCHRIBT. 



1. Prettv gar - den- gate* we pray Ton, O - pen wide And let ns go ; 

2. In tne wind so gen - tly rock-ing. Here the Moth-er - rose is seen ; 
8. Darling vio - lets, are yon hid - ing In the grass your eyes so bluet 




Where the mer- ry fnnntain danc - es, Where the sweet, white lilies grow. 
And her bft - bV - bnds are peep-ing Thro' their blankets soft and green. 
Nov - er fear tliat we shall leave you, We will on - ly smile on you. 



THE QARDEN-QATE.—CoDcluded. 



O- peo.pret - ty gate, we pray, O - pen flow'rs for now 'tia day. 
Ba - bj'-buds ! make haste to grow. While the sum - mer hrees-es blow. 
Kos-es red, and lil - iea white, Violets sweet, good-b3'e, good-uight. 




Lcut verse,— dying away. 



Fed.\^-^^^ 




Laura E. Richards. 
Tempo di YaXse Lento. 



THE LITTLE GARDENER. 

Hungarian Folk Song. 



1. Come, chil-dren, with mo to the gar - den a - way! 

2. "All thanks, lit - tie children," each bud seems to say... 
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THE LITTLE GARDENER.— Continued. 



The plants are all -wait • ins onr com - ing to - day. 
All thauke for tbe love that you ahow as to - day. 




In heat and in sun - shine is droop-iug each leaf,... 
"Now beau- ty and per- fame shall bless yea each one.... 




But the chil - dren are com - ing to brine them re - lief. 
In — lov - iug re- tarn, for the gooa yoa have done. 



^m 



PF U -^ -f IJ^ 
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Trinkle - trink I Trinkle - trink ! How the drops chime and wink ! 
Twiukle-twink I Twiukle-twiuk ! Now Uke stars see us wink! 



THE LITTLE GARDEN ER.^CoDcluded. 245 

rdtt. 



As the poor thirst - y plants hold their honds up to drink 1 
For.... kind - ness brings kind-ness,— so flow - ers all think." 




THE LITTLE GARDENER. 
Eatb L. Brown. Caul Rkikkckb. 

AUegretto grazioto. 



1. Un - der the glow - ing snn, Bnds o - pon one by one. 
2.Tink-ling the wa - ters ran, Now that their work is done. 




"Come! we are thirst - y," The dear hlos - soma cry! 
Out roll the bios - soms. The sun - shine to greet ; 




m 



f ^_f ■ f t_r 



rBfc 
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p ereae. 



Hast - en the children's feet, "Yes, we are com - in g, sweet,' 
•Let us your care re - paj'. Bloom for yon day by day. 



m J -^ 1 J j-^K--^^^^^^-^ 
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THE LITTLB OARDENER.^Conduded. 



\ ^ I •: K. m m - i ^ ^ 

Bireet lit • tie bloa • - soma, Dnnt - r and dry." 
Wilis • per the p«t • - al« Glow • £ag and aweet. 




LITTLE ANNIE'S GARDEN. 
Mrs. FOLLKX. Elrakob Shith. 

AUegreUo eon moto. . N 




1. In lit - tie An - nie's gar - den Grew all Borta of po - sies, 

2. Sweet peas and mom-iug glo - ries, A bed of vio • lets blue, 




There were pinls and mis - non-etto. And tn - -lips andros-ei 
And mar • i - golds and as - ters In An - nie's gar - den grew. 




There the bee... went for hon - ey, And the hnmming birds too. 
And there a - mong her flow-ertt, Ev - ery bright and pleasant day. 



LITTLE ANNIE'S GARDEN. —Concluded. 
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And there the pretty bnt • ter-fiies And la - • dy - birds flew. 
In her own pretty gar - deu, Lit-tle An - nie went to . play. 




THE LITTLE PLANT. 
Kate L. Brown. . W. W. Gilchrist. 

Smoothly, and moderatdy aloto. ^^ 



' In the heart of a seed, Bur - ried deep, so deep ! 
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THE LITTLE PLANT.~Coiicladed. 




*- Then the lit - tie pUnt heard, And it. rose to see 




What the won-derfal ! won-der-ful Oat-side world must be. 




THE WHEEL-WRIGHT. 



Emtlt Huntington Millbiu 
Moderato. 



Elbanob Smith. 



1. March to - geth - er and iiev - er stop, Here vre so to the 

2. This is tho an • ger, slim and lonii:, Tnrn'd by the wheel-wri^ht's 

3. These are the spokes all shap'd a - right, This is the hab that 




THE WHEEL-WRIGHT.-<:oncIuded. 



Wheel-Wright's shop. Wheel-wright! show ns the way you do, 

hands so strong. Straight and stead - y the an - ger goes. And 
holds them tight. This is the rim of i - ron and wood. To 




Hak • ing the wheel so round and true, Turn - ing fast and 
smooth and true the. hole it., grows, Turn -ing stead -y and 
fin • ish my wheel so use • ful and good. Turn - ing fast and 




Fine. 



turning slow.This is the way the wheel must go. 
turning slow,Thi8 is the way the anger must go. 
turning slow,Thi8 is the way the wheel must go. 




250 THE KNIGHTS AND THE GOOD CHILD. 

Smilt Huxttngton Miller. Elbanob Smith. 





swift to met Five gallant knights with plumes so gay,. 




itir 



meno m o»90. 

What do you seek, good Knight, to - day ? . . " O - ver the worl<l wo 

-1^ 
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" This is the child so dear, Brave Knights, you see him here ! " 




O child, he al - ways good and gay ! 

-Kt — >- 




a tempo. 



Then gal - lop, and gal - lop, and gal - lop a - way. 




It * *■ 



253 THE KNIGHTS AND THB GOOD CHILD— Concluded. 

>• >• ^^^ =s» 
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THE KNIQHTS AND THE BAD CHILD. 

Emtlt Huntington Millbu. Elbanob Smith. 

AUegreito mareaio. 




THE KNIGHTS AND THE BAD CHILD— Continued. 25S 

Adagio. 



via - it the hap -py chil-dren'sland? Ah, brave knights yon will 




It grieves me mnch to say He can - not ride to- 




day ; On - ly good chil - dren with ns can go, Then a - 



254 THE KNIGHTS AND THE BAD CHILD.-Concluded. 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER. 



Emilt Huntixoton Miller. 



S. S. 




See, the Knights are paBsing, Stop! O stopl Now my child is 

All the Knights ai-e siuiliDg. Smil-ing at me. Yon shall stay with 



THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER.— Concluded. 
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hap - py, 6en-tle, good and tme. He can so a • rid - ing, a ■ 
Moth - ef, Till you old - er grow, Tben my Don-ny aol - diet a • 
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rid - ing with yoa. Rid - ing, a - rid - iiig o - ver hill and dell, 

rid - ing shall go. Kid - iiig, a - rid - lug o - ver hill and dell, 




Bnt hring him back at eve - iiing, Be-cause we love him well. 
Butyon'll come back at eve - ninjr, Be-canee we love him welL 




THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER. 

Emilt HunthiGton MiLLEit. Elkanob Smith. 

Allegretto eon moto. mf 



1. I hear 

2. Ton can 



the ba - gle sound -ing, So roer • ry and so clear; 
not have my dar - ling, So do not liu - ger here. 



256 THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER.— Continued. 



The knighto come gai-ly rid - infi:, They want thee, child. I fear. 
Safe iu my heart 1*11 keep him, He is so good and dear. 




"Sow hide thee qniek, my dar - ling, And nes - tie close to roe. 
Now do not tar - ry Ion - ger, But swift - ly ride a • way ; 




^i 



For not one dim - pled flu - ger The gal - lant knights shall see. 
Peep out and smile, my lad - die. And bid the knights good-day. 




Jin - gle, Jin - gle, Jin - gle, O - ver hill and doll. Yoa 



i^i^^i^ 
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can - not have my bon - ny lail, Be - canne I love him well. 




HIDE AND SEEK. 



Henrietta R, Eliot. 
Andante con moto. 



After Haydx. 



"Where are you, my Ba - by? You've loft me a • lone; Who'll 




missed {j^™ so long ; ^^?g far. far a - way. I'll thank a - ny - 
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HIDE AND SEEK.— Concluded. 
raU. 



Who will briufjr jj^™ to stay. Why here in my arras my dear 




Ba - by lies I We oft - en look far for what's un - der our eyes. 




CUCKOO. 



Hbkribtta R. Eliot. 
MoUo moderato, p dolce. 



Fbbd. Fikld Bullard, 
Op. 30, No. 2. 



Cuck - oo, cnck - oo. The Cuck - oo calls you, dear, Cuck - 




oo, cuck-oo. Call back and he will hear; Cuck-oo, cuck - 



CUCKOO.— Concluded. 
v^ rail, penteroso. ^ a tempo. 




vffuita my lit - tie one. Ah, now yon' vefound liiiu, dear. You will both be 




Katb L. Brown, 
Andantino. p 



HIDING GAME. 



Cabl Rrineckb. 



^ _ .^U_,^_^ H ^^^^:^^#i ■^^- ■^^-g ^ ^ 



1. Here staud we all \i - nit - ed For happy Bong and play ; 

2. Our cir - cle now is brok-en. Look up and you may say, 



HIDING GAME Concluded. 




No break is in our cir • cle, We sing with voio - es gax; 
What lit - tie child lias left hb, And hid - den safe a - way ; 




Here stand vo all n - nit - rd For liap-pysong and play. 
If .. you 'Will tell ua right -ly. We'll clap yoa in oar play. 




GUESSING THE SINGER. 

Katb L. Browx. {Stoabian Popular Song.) Carl Rrinieckk. 

Andcmte. 




Blindfolded child singtt : 

1. The 8nu<<: I aiu sing - Ing, My friend mnst re - peat ; 
All the children sing : 

2. Hush ! chil - dren, and lis • ten, Till oat rings the song. 



OUE88INO THE SINGER.— Concluded. 




I>a - a - di, (la - a - (la» fal • le • rl, fal • le • ra, da - a - 
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Elranob Smith. 




Lauba E. Richabdb. 
TranquiUo. 



1. Hark! the chuTCh-beU'spleas-aiit sonml; 

2. Let year heart be pure aud clean, 
8. God who seiidf} the nier - ry breeze, 

4. In thecharch so calm, so still, 

5. Once he sent to dwell on earth. 



Let as go, my child, 
When to church yon go ; 
Blow -Ing hero and there, 
When your childish heart 
Je - 8118, bless - ed child. 



THE CHURCH.— Continued. 



There where ev - 'ry Sun - day mom Ringa the buui-uioiis mild. 

For all sweet and love - ly things There you'Ulearn to know. 

Sonde the might -*y storms that rage Thro' the up - per air. 

With a sol - eum joy doth fill, That, too, is his part 

From the hour that gave him birth, Pure and nn - de - filed. 




Thro' the loft - y windows there. Rain-bow light is streaming fair. 

Learn of God who gives us all, Birds that sing and streams that fall. 

Tet so lov - ing kind is he, Ev - 'ry small-est leaf you see 

He who lov • ing pa-rents gave. Sis - ter sweet and broth -er brave. 

Try, like him. my lit - tie child, To be gen - tie, kind and mild! 




^m 



^T'' \i : ,^ ^ 



From the doors wide open thrown Peals the or-gan's sol - emn tone. 
Sun and moon in glorious light,. Ti-eesaudflow'rsin beau-ty bri;;lit. 
Knows his care and does his will. Owns his wisdom work - ing still. 
Gives the pow'r to love and bless, Bringing joy and hap - pi - ness. 
For 'tis thus your will you'll show To the God who loves you so. 




^E 
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THE CHURCH.— Concluded. 




Of the God who dwells above, Of the God whoso name is Love. 




WANDERING SONG. 



Katb L. Brown. 
Allegretto, mf Dolce. 



After an (Hd French LuUaby. 



1. First to one friend, then an-oth-er, Mer-ri • ly our ball will stray; 

2. First to one friend, then an - oth - er, Lit - tie Ma - ry now will stray, 

3. Bonnda-boutour pret-ty play-room All the children love to stray; 
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WANDERING SONO.-Concluded. 



On it goes a -mong the children, Hnp-py com-radein their play 
She will vis • it with the children, Happy com-rade iu their pla3' 
Sing-ing wel-come to the aunshiue. Guld-en snuahine on its way 




Wishing one and then an-oth-er. Wishing all a pleas-ant day. 
Wishing one and then an - oth • er, Wishing all a pleas-ant day. 
Wishing pictures, birds and flow- ers. Each and all a pleas-ant day, 




THE VISIT. 
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Katb L. Bbowk. 

Allegro Oommodo. f 



Frofn ^'CfhUdrent* 8ongt.' 
Cakl Rbinbckr. 




1. Dear lit - tie fiioiids a - cross the way, "We come 

2. Dear lit - tie friends a - cross the way, We're sor - ry 




vis - it you to - day, We come to vis - it 
bat we must not stay; Please come and vis - it 




you to - daj'. And give you plefls - aiit 
us some day. And give us friend - ly 



greet 
greet 



- ing; How 

- lug; Come 




are your gar - dens, pets aud swings, Tonr toys and all the 
see our gar - dens, pets and swings. Our toys and all the 




THE VISIT— Concluded. 



riten. 



^ a tempo. 



oth - er things f We wish that we conld see them all, Bnt 
oth - er things ; Yes. yoa shall have them all yuu wish, And 




a tempo. 



short most he this meet - ing. 
glad shall bo that meet - ing. 




THE WANDERING SONG. 



KoBA A. Smith. 
Allegro non troppo. mf 



Frkd. Field Bullard, 
Op. 30, No. 7. 



1. We love to go a - roam - ing On sun - ny days of Spring, 

2. "We love to go a - roam - ing When Summer days have come, 

3. We love to go a - roam - ing On ha - zy Au - tumn days, 

4. We love to go a - roam • ing In frost - y Win - ter - time, 



THE WANDERING SONQ.—Continued. 



"When first the buds be - fj^n to peep. And birds be - gin to sing: 
Ami hear the whia-per of the grass. The iii-sects' sleep - y hum : 
When beeches wave their yel - low flags And scar • let ma- pies blaze ; 
When all the i - cy streams are still. And merry sleigh-bells chime : 
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The lamb-kins froi - ic in the field, The ba - by leaves an- fold, 
Tne ros - es bloom on ev - 'ry side, The wheat is grow -iug high. 
The squirrel's stor - iug up his nuts. The corn is gath - er'd in, 
The skat - ers skim a - cross the pond, The north-wind whistles free. 





And dan - de - li - ons from the grass Shine out like stars of gold. 

And lil - ies blossom white and gold Where qui-et wa - ters He 

And ro sy ap - ples.sroooth and ripe. Fill up the farm-er's bin. 

And in the si - lent for - est waits The dar-ling Christmas Tree. 
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THE WANDBRINQ SON G.— Concluded. 



BXPBAIK. / ma cfolM. 



We love to go 

We love to go 

We love to go 

We love to go 



a • roMn - ing, « - roam - ing, a • roam - iiig. We 

a - roam - ing, a - roam - iiig, a - rc»am - in<r. We 

a - main - ing, a • roam - ing, a - roam - ing. We 

a • roam - ing. a - roam • ing, a - roam - ing. We 




love to go 

love to go 

love to go 

love to go 



a - roam - ing On son - ny days of Spring, 
a - roam • ing When Sum-mer days have come. 
a- roam - ing On ht> • zy An-tunin days, 
a - roam - ing In frost - y Win - ter time. 




RIPPLING, PURLING LITTLE RIVER. 

W. W. GiLCHBIBT. 



Kip • pling. pari - ing 




r^ ct"' c C'C 



From " Chiitb^nes Songs, and How to Sing tktm. ' With permussioii of W. L. Tomlins. 



RIPPLING, PURLING LITTLE RIVER.— Continued. 269 




ail - ver rip - pies, As they van - ish, one by one; 




Down the hill - side, thro* the val - ley, Slid - ing 




soft - ly, mnp - m'ring low, Wa - t'ring flow- ers. 
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270 RIPPLING. PURLING LITTLE RIVER— Concluded. 



raU. 



•tarn-ing mill w heels, 6iv - ing joy wher-e'er you go. 




ralL 



a tempo. 



Down the hill - side, thro' the val - ley. Slid • iDg soft - ly. 





INDEX OF FIEST LINES. 



PAOX 

All about, all about Baby's feet are flying .... 163 

All gone ! The supper's gone I 169 

Busy is the Carpenter 235 

BusV is the Carpenter 236 

Butterflies, butterflies 183 

Come, children, with me to the garden away ! . . . 243 

Come, lovely light, and shine on us 231 

Come, my Baby, you shall make 186 

Cover the eyes all close and tight 172 

Creeping, slowly creeping 181 

Cuckoo, cuckoo . . 258 

Dear little friends across the way 365 

Down goes Baby, Mother's pet 163 

First to one friend, then another 263 

Five little children 317 

Five little maidens all in a row 314 

Fly, little bird, in the golden sun 183 

From the willow branches slender 198 

Galloping fast and galloping free 350 

Hark I the church-bell's pleasant sound .... 361 

Here come riding the knights so gay 353 

Here stand we all united 359 

Here's a pretty cradle nest 193 

Here's Grandpapa and Grandmamma 309 

Hey, the Rabbit ! Ho, the Rabbit I 338 

How beautiful I how joyous 333 

I hear the bugle sounding 355 

I lived flrst in a little house 197 

In a hedge just where 'tis best 191 

In little Annie's garden 346 

In the heart of a seed . . . 347 

I saw you toss the kites on high 168 

Jingle* jingle, jingle 354 

" Lady Moon, Lady Moon, sailing so high " . . . . 318 

Little star that shines so bright , 333 

March together and never stop 348 

Merry and swift in the crystal stream 179 

Merry littJe fishes 180 

371 



